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PORTICAL, SUPPLICATING, MODEST, AND AFFECTING | 
EPISTER. 
| 7 Ten N 
LITERARY COLOSSUSES 
Ei. . =, 
REVIEWERS. 
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CARMINE, DI SUPERI PLACANTUR, CARMINE, MAN ES. j 


* 


F ATH ERS of wiſdom, a poor wight befriend ! 
Oh hear my ſimple prayer in ſimple lays: | 

In formd pauperis behold I bend, 
And of your worſhips aſk a little praiſe. 


J am no cormorant of fame, d'ye ſee ; 
I aſk not all the laurel, but a fprig ! 
Then hear me, guardians of the ſacred tree, 
And flick a leaf or two about my wig. 
In ſonnet, ode, and legendary tale, 
Soon will the preſs my tuneful works diſplay ; 
Then do not damn them, and prevent the ſale; 
And your petitioner ſhall ever pray. 


„„ - 1 My 
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| My labours damn' d, the wal with one} will groan— 


The cenſure dire my lanthern jaws will rue! 


Know I have tecth and ſtomach like your own, 


And that I with to eat as well as you. 


J never ſaid, like murderers in their dens, 

Lou ſecret met in cloud-capp'd garret high, 

With hatchets, ſcalping-knives in ſhape of pens, 
To make, like Mohawks, hapleſs authors die: 


Nor ſaid (in your REVIEWS, together ſtrung,) 
The limbs of authors, butcher'd, cheek by jowl, 


Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung 


Before the hungry ſpider's dreary hole. 


I n&er declar'd, that, frightful as the blacks, 


In greasy flannel caps you met together, 
With ſcarce a rag of ſhirt about your backs, 
Or coat-or breeches to keep out the weather. 


Heav'n knows I'm innocent of all tranſgreſſion 
Against your honours, men of classic fame ! 


I n&er abus'd your critical profeſſion, 


"Whoſe d:#um saves at once, or damns a name. 


I never question'd your profound of head, 
Nor vulgar cali'd your wit, your manners coarſe ; ; 


Nor ſwore on butcher'd authors that you fed 


Like carrion crows upon a poor dead horſe. 


I never hinted, that with half. a- crown 
Books have been ſent you by the fcribbling tribe; 
3 „ Which 
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Which fee hath purchas'd pages of renown: 
No; for I knew you f the py bribe. 


I ne'er A. you critics, to a man, 
For pence would {wear an owl excell'd the lark: 
Nor call'd a partial gang your grave Divan, 


That f d, like baſe afſaſſiris, in the dark. 


I never prais oy > or Slam d, an author's books 
Until your ſage opinions flew abroad; 
On theſe with pious rev'rence did I look; 


With you I prais'd or blam'd, fo help me God! 


| The f fam'd ! Longiaus all the world muſt know, 
The gape of wonder Ariſtarchus drew, 
As well as Alexander's tutor, lo! 
All, all great critics, gentlemen, like yon. 


Did any aſk me, cc Pray, Sir, your opinton, 
% Of thoſe reviewers, who ſo bold beſtride | 

The world of learning, and with proud dominion, 
Sad dogs, the galled backs of author's ride?“ 


Quick have I anſwered in a rage, Od/blood / 

% No works like theirs ſuch criticiſm convey 
& Not all the timber of Donona's wood 

« Fer pour'd more ſterling oracle than Hey.“ 


Did others cry, „ Whatc'er their brains indite, 
«© Be ſure is excellent—a partial crew ! | 
„ With 7 O Pzans uſher'd to the light, 

And prais'd to folly in the next review; 
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authoreſs of the above two tragedies and poem. 
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This was my anſwer to each ſnarling elf, 
| ( My eye-balls fill'd with fire, my mouth with foam, ) 
„ Zounds ! is not juſtice due to one's dear ſelf? 


6C And ſhould not charity begin at home? 


| Full ls I've been queſtionꝰd with a sneer 


Think you one could not bribe 'em with potation ? 
A beet-ſteak, with a pot or two of beer, 
« Might fave a little volume from damnation,” 


Furious I've anſwered, «© Lo! my Lord Carliſle 


« Hath begg'd, in vain, a ſeat in Fame's old temple; - 


„Though you applaud, their wiſdoms will not ſmile ; : 


« And what they diſapprove is vaſtly ſimple. 


Could gold ſucceed, enough the peer might raiſe, 


% Whoſe wealth would buy the critics o'er and o'er: 


« *Tis merit only can command their praiſe, 


« Witneſs the volumes of Miſs Hannah More * 


10 The Search of Happineſs, that beauteous fong, 


„Which all of us would give our ears to own; 


„The Captive, Percy, that like muſtard ſtrong, 


« Make our eyes weep, and underſtandings groan,” 


| Hal Briſtol town ! Bœotia now no more, 


Since Garrick's Sappho ſings, tho rather ſſowly: 


All hail, Miſs Hannah! worth at leaſt a ſcore, 


Ay, twenty ſcore, of Chatterton and Rowley. 


A ſchool-miſtreſs at Briſtol, celebrated as the tenth muſe, 
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Men of prodigious parts are moſtly ſhy ; | 
Great Newton's ſelf this failing did inherit; 
Thus, ever, you avoid the-public eye, 

And ſecret in your holes a world of n merit. 


Yet oft your cautious modi J ſee, + 5 : | 
When from your bow'r with bats you wing the dark: 
On Sundays, when no catch-poles prowl for prey, 


On Ather dining in St. James's park. 


Mild Sirs, in frays you chuſe not to appear, 
Ac circumſtance moſt natural to ſuppoſe, 
And, therefore, hide your precious heads, for fear 
Some angry bard, abus'd, ſhould pull your noſe, 


The world's loud plaudits, lo! you don't deſire, | | 
Nor do you haſtily on looks decide "$201 3 
But firſt at every coffee-houſe enquire, 

How, in its favour, runs the public tide. 


There, wiſdom, often in a critics wig, | 
The face demure, knit brows, and forehead ſonia, 
1 ve ſeen o'er pamphlets, with importance big, 
Mouſing for faults, or, if you'll have it, owling * 


Herculean Gentlemen] I dread your drubs ; 
Pity the lifted whites of bath my eyes! 
Strung with new ſtrength beneath your __ _ 
Alas! 1 ſhall not an Antæus riſe. 


9 Alluding to the ſagacious bird of darkneſs ſeeking its 
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Lo! like an elephant along the ground, ; 
Great Caliban, the giant Johnſon ſtretch'd ! 


'The Britiſh Roſcius too your clubs confound, 


Whoſe fame the fartheſt of the world hath reach'd. 


If ſuch ſo eaſy fink beneath your might, 1 


Le God's! I may be done for in a trice; 
Hurl' d by your rage to everlaſting night — 
Crack'd with that eaſe a taylor cracks his lice, 


at, aweful Sirs, you grant me my petition, . 


With other pamphlets ſhall my pamphlet mines 
And ſhould it chance to pas a firſt edition, 
In capitals ſhall ſtore your praiſe divine. 


Quote from my work as much as e' er you pleaſe 
For extracts, lo! I'll put no angry face on; 
Nor fill a hungry lawyer's fiſt with fees, 
To trounce a bookſeller, like furious Maſon *; 


Sage Sirs, if favour in your ſight I find, 
If fame you grant, I'll bleſs each gen'rous giver ; 


Wiſh you ſound coats, good ſtomachs, maſters kind t, 


Toons of broth, and pounds of bullocks' liver. 


” M—ſf—n, Precentor i York, took ſtrange Legal adrantage 


of Mr. Murray, a bookſeller. 
I Bookſellers, 


ADDRESS 


TIs hard, Meſſieurs Reviewers, pon my ſoul, 


Whether in _ your labours of the year 
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ADDRESS 


ro THE 


REVIEWERS, 


IN BEHALF OF A POETICAL FRIEND, WRITTEN IN 1778: 
| THE GENTLEMAN HAVING CONSIDERABLY sur TRE 
BY THEIR SEVERITY, 


You thus ſhould /ord it o'er the world of wit; 
No higher court your ſentence to controul, 
You hang, or you reprieve, as you think fit 


Rank with immortal bards or boxes line, 
Or, torn for ſecret ſervices, Oh dear ! 
Are offer'd up at Cloacina's ſhrine : 


Whether you look all roſy round the gills, - 
Or, hatchet-fac'd, like ſtarving cats ſo lean; 
Whether your criticiſm each pocket fills 
With 9 keeping youcloſe ſhav'd and clean; : 


Whether in gorgeous raiment you appear, 

Dr tatters ready from your backs to fall; 

Whether in pompous wigs to guard each ear, 
Or whether you've no wig or ears at all: 
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Whether you look like gentlemen or thieves, 

I hate uſurpers of the critic throne : 
Therefore his compliments the poet gives, 
And humbly hopes you'll let his lines alone : 


Stay till he aſks your thoughts, ye forward ſages ; 
Officioufaeſs the modeſt bard abjures : 
Tis ſurely pert to meddle with his pages, 


Who never deigu'd to look in one of yours. 


TEN PARSON, THE SQUIRE, | 
AND THE SPANIEL, | 
A TALE. 


A GENTLEMAN polſel'd a a favourite ſpanicl, 
That never treated man nor maid il! 
This dog, of which we cannot too much ſay, 
Got from his godfather the name of TRxAv. 


After ten years of ſervice jult, 
Tray, like the race of mortals, ſought the du 
That is to ſay, the ſpaniel died: ES 2 
A coffin then was order'd to be made, 
The dog was in the church- yard laid, 
While o' er his pale remains the maſter cry'd: 
Lamenting 5 
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Lamenting much his truſty fur-clad friend, 

And willing to commemorate his end, 

He rais'd a ſmall blue ſtone, juſt after burial, 
And, weeping, wrote on it this ſweet memorial: 


TRAY'S EPITAPH. 


HERE reſts the relics of a friend below, | 
Bleſt with more ſenſe than half the folks I Know; 
Fond of his eaſe, and to no parties prone, _ 
He damn'd no ſect, but calmly knaw'd his bone; 
Perform'd his functions well in every way- 


Bluſh, Chriſtians, if you can, and copy TRAX. 


THE curate of the Huntintonian band, 
| Rare breed of Goſpel-hawks that ſcour the land, 
And fierce on fins their querry fall, 
Thoſe locuſts, that would eat up all. 


Men who, with new-invented patent eyes, | 
Zee heav'n and all the angels in the ſkies ;. 5 8 | 
As plain as in the box of Showman Swiſs, : | 
For little maſter made, or curious miſs, 
We ſee with huge delight the king of France 
With all his lords and ladies dance. 


This 
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This curate heard th” affair with deep emotion, 
And thus exclaim'd, with infinite devotion : 


« O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! 


cc 


Fine-doings theſe, upon my word ! 

This, truly, is a very pretty thing! 

What will become of this moſt {ſkocking world? 
How richly ſuch a rogue deſerves to ſwing, 
And then to Satan's hotteſt flames be hurl'd | 


„Oh! by this damn'd deed how I am hurried, 
A dog in Chriſtian ground, indeed, be buried! 


And have an epitaph, forſooth, fo civil: 


« Fgad! old maids will preſently be found 
& Clapping their dead ram-cats in holy ground, 


« And writing verſes on each motſing devil.“ 


: Againſt ſuch future caſualty providing, 
The prieſt ſet off, like Homer's Neptune 1 


Vowing to put the culprit in the court: 


He found him at the ſpaniel's humble grave; 
Not praying, neither ſinging of a ſtave; 


Aud then N t 'abule him, not exOrt,— 


os Son of the devil, what haſt thou done | 5 
«© Naught for the action can atone- 


660 


« TI ſhould not wonder if the Gree All-wiſe 

4 uick darted down his light'ning all ſo red, 
« And daſh'd to earth that wretched head | 
“% Which dar'd ſo foul, fo baſe an act deviſe. 
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me Bury a dog like Chriſtian folk! 
None but the fiend of darkneſs could Pc 
« A man to perpetrate a deed ſo odd: 

« Our inquiſition ſoon the tale ſhall hear, 
And quickly your fine fleece ſhall ſheer ; 

« Why ſuch a villain can't believe in God.“ 


o 


* 


„ Softly, my reverend Sir,” the ſquire replied, === 
«© Tray was as good a dog as ever died 

«© No education could his morals mend: 
«© And, what perhaps, Sir, you may doubt, 5 
% Before his lamp of life went out, 

He order'd you a legacy, my friend.“ 


* 


4 


* 


„ 


nn 


£c 


Did he ?—poor dog,” the foltend prieſt rejoin'd, 


In accents pitiful and mild; 
« What! was it Tray? I'm Fs for poor Tray. 
« Why truly dogs of ſuch rare merit, 
Such real nobleneſs of ſpirit, 
0 Should not like common dogs be put away. 


& Well, pray what was 1t that he gave, 

% Poor fellow, &er he ſought the grave? 

« J gueſs I may put confidence, Sir, in ye.“ 

&« A PIECE OF GOLD,” the gentleman replied. — 
„I'm much oblig'd to Tray,“ the parſon cried ; 
So left God's cauſe, and pocketed the GUINEA. 


| YET, mould I imitate th fekle i 


Or, like Mr. PATRIOT e my mind; 
Tx And 
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And for the bard your Majeſty ſhould ſend, 
And fay, Well, well, well, well, my tuneful friend, 
« I long, I long, to give you ſomething, PETER— 

. * You make fine verſes,—nothing can be ſweeter— 

„ What will you have? what? ſpeak out, ſpeak out; 
«© Yes, yes, you ſomething want, no doubt, no doubt.” 


Or ſhould you, like ſome men who gravely preach, 
Forſake your uſeful ſhort-hand mode of ſpeech, 
And thus begin—in Bible phraſe ſublime : — 

„What ſhall be done for our rare on of rhime © 
« The BARD 20%, full of wiſdom writeth, b 
de The man in whom the KING delighteth,”? 


Then would the poet thankfully reply, 

With fault' ring voice, low bow, and mawling eye, 

All meekneſs ; ſuch a ſimple, dove-like thing ! - 
HBleſt be the bard who verſes can indite, 

« To yield a ſecond Solomon delight! | 

„ Thrice bleſt 20 findeth favour with the KING! 
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„ Since 'tis the royal will to give the bard 
“% In whom the xI NG delighteth ſome reward, 
„ Some mark of royal bounty to requite him; 


« O KING, do any thing but KNIGHT HIM * I- 


— . N 
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Peter layeth out thus ironically for a penſion, : 
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PETER; PENSION; 


A SUBLIME EPISsTLE 
A VERY SUBLIME PERSONAGE. 


= | 
AV HART IS INPITING A GooP MATTER—T SPEAK OF THE 
THINGS WHICH I NAVE: MADE, UNTO THE KING, PS. av. 


TO LOUD 7 oO ID es re. 


— 


| D READ Sir, the rams” horns that blew down | 
The walls of. Jericho's old town, : 1 

Made a moſt monſtrous uproar, all agree a | = 
But lo ! a louder noiſe around us rages 

About two moſt important perſonages; 

No leſs, my royal Liege, than you and me / 


In ſhort, not greater the Philiſtines made, 

When Dalilah, a little artful jade, 7 

(Indeed a very pretty girl ; 
Snipp'd off her lover, Miſter Sampſon's, curl, 

| Who well repaid the clamour of the bears, ö 
By pulling down the houſe about their ears. 


Prodigious is the make around, 
Still London keeps (thank God !) her ground; ; 
vor. 1. FC | | Yet 
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Yet, how th' exchange and coffee-houſes ring! 
Nothing is heard but Peter and the K 
The handſome bar-maids ſtare as mute as fihes ; : 


And fallow waiters, fright” ned, drop their diſhes. 


At firſt *twas thought the triumph of the Jews 
On ſome great vi&'ry in the boxing way 


The news, the very Anti-chriftian news, 


Of Ifrael's hero * having won the day, 
And Humphries, a good Chriſtian boxer, beat: 
Enough to give all 2 Hendom a ſweat. 


Again, SIN thought. great news of the Grand Turk, 
Who on his hands hath got ſome ſerious work ; 
"Twas fancied he had loſt the day; 
That eviry Muſſulman was kill'd in battle; 
A fate moſt proper for ſuch heathen cattle, 
Who do not pray to God our . 


But 1o! unto the lofty Gier, 
Of ſound this wonderful aſcenſion, 

Doth verily, my liege, from this ariſe, | 
That you have giv n the gentle bard a penſion! 


Creat i is the ſhout, indeed, 'Sir, all ed. 
That you have order'd me this handſome thing; 


On which, with lifted eyes, I've faid, Good God! 


Though great my merits, yet how great's the K—. We 
And yet, believe me, Sir, I lately heard, 
That all your doors were doubly lock'd and bam d, 


* Davie] Mendoza, | 


 Apaint 
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"Ann the poet for his ran art; „ | | 
And that the tall, ſtiff, ſtately, red machines, | 

Your grenadiers,—the guards of kings and queens, 
Were order d all to ſtab me to the heart : . 


That if to Houſe of Buckingham I came, 
Commands were giv'n to Mrs. Brigg, 
A comely, ſtout, two-handed dame, | 
To box my ears, and pull my wigs j 
The cooks to ſpit me,—curry me the grooms, | 
And kitchen queens to baſte me with their brooms, - = 


You're told that in my ways I'm very evil, 
So ugly! fit to travel for a ſhow, _ „ | 
And that I look fo grimly where 1 1055 | 
Juſt like a devil! 
With horns, and tail, and hoofs that make folks Kart, 
And in my breaſt a mill. tone for a heart. 


This cometh from a certain painter, Sire; 
Bid ſtory-mouſing Nicholay enquire : 
Your page, your Mercury, with cunning eyes; 
Who, jumping at each ſound, ſo eager opes 
His pretty wither'd pair of Chineſe chops, 
Like a Dutch dog that catches butterflies. 
He, Sire, will look me o'er, and will not fail 
To ſwear that I've no horns, nor hoofs, nor tail. 


—— — — 


„Mme 


Lord! Lord! theſe ſayings grieve me and ſurpriſe ! 
Dread Sir, don't ſee with other people” s eyes 
No devil am I with horns, and tail, and hoofs— 
2 W 9 
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As for the likeneſs of my heart of flone 
That, Sir, is full as tender as your own 


Accept, my Liege, ſome ſimple lovefick proofs. 8 


A POEM, 


TO AN UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 


SAY, lovely maid with downcaſt eye, 
And cheek with filent ſorrow pale; 

What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh 
That heaving tells a mournful tale? 


Thy + tears which thus each other trace, 


Beſpeak a breaſt o'erwhelmed with woe 3 


Thy fighs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 


Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 
Oh! tell me, does ſome fav'rite youTH, | 
Too often bleſt, thy beauties ſlight ? 


And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
That lip, and boſom of delight. 


What though to other nymphs he flies, 

| And feigns the fond impaſſion'd tear ; 

Breathes all the eloquence of ſighs, 
That, treach'rous, won thy artleſs ear. 


— 


Let 
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Let not thoſe . thy un ma move, | 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine— 

That heart ſhall ne*er be bleſt by Love, 
Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine. 


FOR 


CYNTHIA. 


AHi tell me no more, my dean git, with a ſigh, 
That a coldneſs will creep o'er my heart; 
That a ſullen indifffrence will dwell on my eye, | 
When thy beauty begins to depart. 


Shall thy graces, O Cynthia, that n my FL 


And brighten the gloom. of the night, 5 


Till life be extinguiſh'd, for memory ſtray, 
Which it ought to review with Wot er 2 


Upbraiding, ſhall nds fon wth a tear, 

„ That no longer I think of thoſe charms 
1 Wich gave to my boſom ſuch rapture fincere, 
« And faded at knen f in ay arms.“ 


Why, yes! it may happen, thaw damſel divine— 
To be honeſt, —I freely declare, 
That e'en now to thy converſe ſo much I i incline, 


I've already ee 1 thou art fair. 6 
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HOW happy was my morn of love 
When firſt thy beauty won my heart! 

How guiltleſs of a wiſh to rove! 
I deem'd it more than death to part! 


Whene'er from thee I chanc'd to ſtray, 
Ho fancy dwelt upon thy mien, 

That ſpread with flow'rs my diſtant way, 
And ſhow'r'd delight © on ey "oy ſcene ! 


For fortune, envious of my joys, 

Hath robb'd a lover of thy charms— 
From me thy ſweeteſt ſmile decoys, 

X on grves _ to another? s arms. 


vet, though: my tears are as to flow, 
May tears be never Laura's lot! 

Let love protect thy heart from woe; 

His wound to mine fhall be forgot. 


HYMN 
10 
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0 MODESTY! thou ſhy and bluſhing aid, 
Don't of a as ſhepherd b. be afid; 


Wert 


I Thane eyes that ſhed the milder light 
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 Werk FOR my lamb—with ſweeteſt graſs I dt treat thee; ; 
I am no woLF, ſo ſavage that ſhould eat thee; 
Then haſte with me, 0 nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


Thy fragrant breaſt, like Alpine ſnows ſo white, 
Where all the neſtling loves delight to lie; 


Of Night's pale wand'rer o'er the cloudleſs ſcy. 
O nymph, my panting, wiſhing boſom warm, 
And beam around me, with thy latent charm i 
Then haſte with me, O nymph, to well 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. | 


Thy flaxen ringlets, that n cok 

And hide thy boſom with an envious ſhade ; 

Thuy poliſh'd cheek ſo dimpled, where the roſe 

In all the bloom of ripening ſummer blows : | 

Thy luſcious lips that heav'nly dreams inſpire, 

By beauty form'd, and loaded with defire ; | 

With ſorrow, and with wonder, lo! I ſee | 

(What melting treaſures - /) thrown away on thee. Fo 
Then haſte with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a godgels to my cell. 


Thou knoweſt not that boſom 8 fair deſign; os 
And as for thoſe two pouting lips divine, 
Thou think'ſt them form'd alone for ſimple a | 


To bill ſo happy w th w_ fav' rite er e 
eee, 
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And, playful force, with Wey . love, 
Their kiſſes on a lap-dog or a cat. 
Then hafte with me, meek maid, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


Suck thoughts thy ſweet ſimplicity "72" WEE! 
But I can point out far ſublimer uſes ; 
Uſes the very beſt of men efteem—— 
Of which thine innocence did never dream. 
Then haſte with me, meek maid, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


Oh! fly from impudence, the brazen rogue, 

Whoſe flippant tongue hath got the Iriſh brogue : 

Whoſe hands would pluck thee like the faireſt flow'r, 

Thy cheek, eyes, forchead, lips, and neck, devour : 
Shun, ſhun that Caliban, and with me dwell, 
Then come, and give a 3 to my cell. 


The world, 7 ſimple RAT is full of art, 
Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread thy 18 55 


| Did'ſt thou percetye but half the ſnares 
The devil for charms like thine prepares 


'Then haſte, O nymph, with me to dwell, 
And give A goddeſs to my cell. 


1 From morn to eve my kiſs of ſpeechleſs love, 
Thy eyes mild beam and bluſhes ſhall i improve, 
And lo! from our ſo innocent embrace, 


Yoyng » MODESTI1ES ſhall ſpring, a num” rous race! 1 
The 
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The Buſbing girls in ev'ry thing like thee! 

- 'Fhe baſhful boys prodigiouſly like me 
Then haſte with me, O nymph, to dwell, 

And give a goddeſs to my cell. | 


Is not this pretty, Sir! ? can ought be ſweeter ? 
Inſtead of that vile appellation, Dey? I, 

So blackguard, ſo unfriendly, and-uncivil, 

Should not I be baptiz'd the gentle PE TE R? 


Great is the buz about the court, 
And at th' exchange, where Jews, Turks, Chriſtians | 
| meet, | 
Or Smithfield fair, wikens beaſts of ev* ry ſort, 
Pigs, ſheep, men, bullocks, all ſo friendly greet. . 


_ Bufy, indeed, is many a ſl; court leech! 
Afraid to truſt each other with a ſpeech— 
In hems, and ahs, and half words hinting : 

Some whiſp'ring, liſt ning, tip-toe walking, ſquinting; 

For Io, ſo warily each courtier ſpeaks, 

They ſeem to talk with halters round their necks. 


Some praiſe the k — for nobleneſs of ſpirit, 
For ever ſtudying how to find out merit; 
While from its hole their heart doth flily peep, 
And aſk the tongue, with mary'lling eyes, 
How it can dare to tell 2 heap - | 
Of ſuch unconſcionable, bare-fac'd lies. 
8 | | „How 
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„Another hog of Epicurus ſtye; ;. 

4% This vile apoſtate bends to Baal the knee; ; 

Lo, for a little meat and guzzle, 

This ſneaking cur, too, takes the muzzle. 


In lyric ſcandal ſoon will be a chaſm- 
He wrote for bribes, tis plain, and now he has dem. 
This mighty war-horſe will be ſoon in hand, 

« By means of meat, the price of venal notes, _ 


Calm as a backney coach-horſe on the ſtand, 


Toſſing about his noſe-bag and his oats. 


What he hath Gal, he does again unſay, 
In native impudence ſo rich 
Explain the plaineſt of all things away, 

& And call his Muſe a forward b——h; 
Treat fire of friendly promiſes as . 
And laugh at truth and honour as a joke: 
Such, Sir, is your good people's howl, 

As thick as ſmall birds peſt ring a poor owl. 


=” vain I tell the world around, 


That I have not a penſion found; 


. Which ſpeech of truth the mob enrages ; 


& PETER, this is an errant lie—— _ 

” The fact is clear, too clear,” they Cry 
Thou haſt already e a quarter's wages. 
| : 6 &.. 
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4% Varlet, it always was thy v vile intention 
Thou haſt, thou haſt, thou har! got a penſion.” at 
Still to ſapport my innocence, I've faid, © | | 
Moſt ſinfully, I own“ I han't, by G-— ”— oY 
Yet, had I ſworn my eyes out of my head, | 
They never had believ'd—How vaſtly odd ! FE, | | 


; The morning and the evening papers, 15 
Struck by the ſound, are in the vapours, "MF 
And mourn and droop to think I'm dead 
Stunn'd by the unexpected news, 
The magazines and the reviews 


For grief can ſcarecly lift the head. 


= Nothing but poor, mechanic ſtuff,” they cry, 
4% Shall now be quoted for the public eye: _ 
Nothing original in ſong; __ 
No novelty of images and thought 
« Before our fair tribunal ſhall be brought ! 
“% But trifling tranſpoſitions of our tongue: 
« The ſonneteers muſt now be call'd to rave, 
And we mult pay them too for ev'ry ſtave, 
« Forth from their garrets high, or cellars low, 
© To us they run, as ſoon as this they know 4 
1 Buckle and Fipe makers now will dine, 
And once more boaſt their porter and ſurloĩn.— 
% Pcnury, avaunt ] their pockets now may chink, 
And future gazetteers afford them drink. 
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« The papers thus 38 in a 1 : 

4 Print all their paltry nonſenſe in a hurry; PT 
For ftill the public muſt be ſooth'd with ſong, FD 

« However weak or fooliſh, right or wrong. 


. Nothing but a ſolemn pomp | of words, 


« Beating a lifeleſs thought, ſhall readers meet 
% The picture of a funeral that affords ; 
« 80 folemn marching through the ſaving ſtreet. 


« Mere flags, aa horſe, and foot, a ſorrow ape, 
% With all the dread diſmality of crape, 

„Near the poor corpſe—perkaps a puny brat, 

« Or dry old maid as meagre as a Cat,” —— 


No, Sir! you never offer'd me a penſion — 

But then I gueſs it is your kind intention— 
Yes, Sir, you mean a ſmall douceur to proffer; 
But give me leave, Dir, to decline the offer. 


I'm much oblig'd t'ye, Hir. 5 your oog 8 
But oratorios have half undone xe: 

"Tis whiſper” d, too, that thieves have robb'd the till 
Which kept your milk and butter money : 

So much with /aving 2viſz/om are you taken, 

That Drury and the Garden ſeem forſaken 

Since co/t attendeth thoſe theatric borders, 

Content | you go to Ricumoxp-Hovsz with ordars. 


Form'd to delight all eyes, all lente engage, 
When lately the ſweet Princeſs * came of age, 


| V Princeſs Royal. Se 5 
VV . Train 
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Train oil, inſtead of wax, was bid t' illume 


The goodly company and dancing room |! 
This never had been done, I'm very ſure, 
Had not you been, ſome way or other, poor, 
You now want guineas to buy live-ſtock, Sir, 
To graze your Windſor hill and dale; 


And farmers will not let their cattle ſtir, | 
Until the money's down upon the nail. 


I'm told your ſheep have dy'd by dogs and bitches, 
And that your fowls have ſuffer'd by the fitches ; 
And that your man-traps, guards of gooſe and duck, 
And cocks and hens, have had but % % luck. 
Scarce fifty rogues, in chaſe of fowls and eggs, 
Have in thoſe pretty engines loſt their legs. 


The bulſe, Sir, on a viſit to the Tow'r, Fi 
Howe'er the royal viſage may look ſour, | 
Howe'er the object of a deep devotion, 

Muſt croſs, they ſay, once more, the ocean*, 


Indeed, I hope the di monds will be of, 


Or ſcandal on us rolls in floods „ 
Some Nabob may be vile enough 4 
Jo bring an action for ſtol'n goods : = 

An action, to ſpeak lawyer-like, of trover, | 
But Heav'n forbid it ever ſhould come over! W ö 
For money matters, I am fore, Tz | ; 


The Abbey muſic was put off; 


Indian muſt be ſuppoſed, | 
D | Becauſe 


26 Fux wonks or 


Becauſe the royal purſe is pobr, 

Plagu'd with a dry conſumptive cough ; 
Yet in full health again that purſe may riot, 
By God's grace, and a ſkim-milk diet. 


| Cloſe as a vice behold the nation's fiſt! 
Vain will be mouths made up for th' civil Ii; 
And, humble pray'rs, ſo very ſtale 
Will all be call'd an old wife's tale. 


Your faithful Commons to your cravings” 
Will not give up the nation's ſavings — 
Your fav'rite miniſter, I'm told, runs reſli, 
And growls at ſuch petitions like a maſtiff. 


What if my good friend HasTiINGS goes to pot? 
Abbaus and-AnsT RUTHER have flung hard ſtoues— 


He finds his ſituatien rather hot 
B—kx, r J and Su- may break his bones. 


As furely as we ſaw and felt the bu e, 
Haſtings has got a very aukward pulle ; 
Therefore in jeopardy the culprit ſtands ! 
Like patients whoſe diferders doctors ſlight 
Tao often, he may bid us all good night; 
And flip, poor man, between our hands. 


Then, Sir! Oh! then, as long as life endures, 
Nought but remembrance of the bulſe i is ours; 
And to a ſtomach that like ours digeſts, 
Shght 1s the dinner on remember” d feaſts. 


5 I think 
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I think' we caſes tet = key bs 
Symptoms, as well as molt ingenious men; 
But, Lord! how oft the wiſeſt are miſtaken ! 
Therefore L tremble tor hos asd bacon. 


| We may be out, 1 all our ill 10 ele; 
And what we think an ague, prove Jail lever. 5 


„„ Sir, the King, 
As ſacred hiſt'ries ſweetly ſing, 
Was, on all-fours, turn'd out to graſs, 
Juſt like a horſe, or mule, or aſs: 
Heav'ns! what a fall from kingly glory! 

I hope it will not ſo turn out, 

That we ſhall have (to make a rout, ) 
A ſecond cas oy clint old ſtory ! 


This penſion was well meant, O glorious King, 
And for the bard a very pretty thing; 

But let me, Sir, refuſe it, I implore, 

I ought not to be rich whillt you are poor. 

No, Sir, I cannot be your humble hack ; 

I fear your Majeſty would break my back. 


I dare refuſe you for another reaſon— 
We differ in religion, Sir, a dents 
You fancy it a ſin ally'd to treaſon, 
And vaſtly dangerous t to the common-weal, 
For ſubjects, minuets and j jiggs to play 
On the Log” s Day. | 
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Now, Sir, I'm very fond of fiddling, 

And, in my morals, what the world calls middling - 

15 I've aſk*d my conſcience, that cameftraight from heav' u, | 
Whether I ſtood a chanee to be forgiv'n, 

If on a Sunday, from all ſcruples free, 

I ſerap'd the C Black Poke and Chere Amie. 


% Ah, fool! (exclaim'd my conſcience,) know, 
0 God never againſt muſic made a rule; 
„On Sundays you may ſafely take your bow— 
« And play as well the fiddle as the fool.“ 


A late archbiſhop *, too, O Kine, 
Who knew moſt ſecrets of the ſkies, 
Said, Heav'n on Sundays reliſh'd pipe and firing, 
Where ſounds on ſounds unceafing riſe— 
And alk'd, as Sunday had its muſic there, 
f Why Sunday ſhould not have its muſic here ? 


In conſequence of this divine opinion, . 
The Prince of Pax sos in your ont dominion, 
Inform'd his faſhionable wife, x | 
That ſhe might have her Sunday routs and cards, 

And meet at laſt with Heav'n's rewards, + 


When Death ſhould take her precious life. 


Thus dropping pious qualms, religious doubts, 

His lady did enjoy her Sunday routs! 

Upon Good Friday, too, that aweful day 

Lo! like Vaux#ALL, was LAMBETH all fo gay! 
 * Cornwallis. 

| Now, 
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Now, if dis a Geer, Wah W eyes, 
Could ſquint a little farther in the ſkies, 

He might be able to jaform his dame, | 

Of two impoſters, perhaps call'd Sin and SHAME, 
Who many a pleaſure from our graſp remove, 
Pretending to commiſſions from above. 


Like this, A focret; could his Grace explore, 
What a fine day for vs and Z7;ftreſs MOORE! 
For, lo, two greater foes we cannot name 


To this world's joys than Mellrs. Six and SHAME. 


Then might we think no more of praiſe, and pray'r, 


But leave at will our Maker in the lurch; 
Sleep, racket, lye- a-bed, or take the air, 
And leave to owls and bats to fill the church. 


Sunvar, like other days, would then have life: 
Now prim, and ſtarch, and filent, as a quaker— 
And gloomy in her looks, as if the wife 
Or widow of an Undertaker. 


Happy ſhould I has been, my Liege, 
80 great. a monarch to oblige; - _ 

And, Sir, between you, and the poſt, 
And me, you don” t know what you've loſt— 


The loſs of me, ſo great a bard, 
Is not, O king ! to be repair'd. 
My verſe, ſuperior to the h hardeſt rock, 
Nor earthquake, ſtorms, nor ſea, nor fire, 
| Fears nought ; 
| 5 5 | Sur- 
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| Surpaſſig, 1 therefore, Miſtreſs Damtr's block, 
That boaſts ſo ſtrong a likeneſs of you, SiRE. 
That block, ſo pond'rous, muſt with age decay, 
And all the lines of wiſdom wear away : 
I grant the lady's /oyalty and Love | 
Yet, © none but Phidias ſhould attempt a Jove.” 


The Macedonian HxRO grac'd the ſtone 
Of fam'd Praxiteles alone; i 

Forbidding others to attempt his nob, 

It was ſo great and difficult a job. 


Auguſtus ſwore an oath ſo dread, 
= { . He'dentof any poet's head, 
= | Ly ut Virgil's, that ſhould dare his praiſe rehearſe, 


r mention ev'n his name in verſe. 


| CL Then, Sir, if I may be a little free,” 
My art would ſuit your merits to a Te 


Lord ! in my adamantine lays 

| Your virtues ſhould like bonfires blaze- 
| | So firm your tuneful jeweller would ſet 'em, 
They'd break the teeth of Time to cat Jem. 


| : Wrapp'd in the ſplendor of my apkien line, 
Por ever would your M—j—ty be fine! 
Appear a gentleman of firſt repute, 
And always glitter in a birth-day ſuit. 

j Then to all ſtories would I give the he, 


| LE That dar'd attack you, and your fame devour ; 
| Making 


—— 2 — 
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Making the King a nive-pin in our eye, 

Who ought like Egypt's pyramids to tow'r; 
| Such as the following fable, for xxameLE ;. . 
Of impudence, unprecedented ſample ! 


„ MM Re Cats 
ROYAL Po IF We 
£4 * A B. Lil. | 


8 O ME time ago, a dozen lambs, 
Two rev*rend patriarchal rams, 
And one good motherly old ewe, 
Died on a ſudden down at Kew ; 


Where, with the ſweeteſt innocence, alas ! 

Thoſe pretty, inoffenſive lambs, _ 

And rev'rend horned patriarchal rams, 
And motherly old ewe, were nibbling graſs : 
All, the fair property of our great king, 
Whoſe deaths did much the royal boſom wring. 
Twas ſaid, that dogs had tickled them to death 
Play'd with their gentle FORD and ſtopp'd their 


breath. 


Like Homes s heroes on th? coſmagaield plain, 


Stalk'd ne R- bin around the ſlain! 


| » The Bind. 
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And never was more frighten'd in his life! 
So ſhock'd was Miſter R—b—nſ—n's whole face, 
Not ſtronger horrors could have taken place, 


Had Cerberus devour'd his wife! 1 


With wild deſpairing looks, and ſighs, 

| And wet and pity-aſking eyes, 

| He, trembling, to the royal preſence ventur'd— 
White as the whiteſt napkin when he enter'd! 
White as the man who ſought King PRIAu's bed, 

” And told him that his warlike ſon was dead. 


O! pleaſe your M—j—ty, he, blubb ring, ay d— 
And then ftopp'd ſhort 
e What? what? what? what? the ſtaring 3 reply” d; 
“ Speak, R—b—nſ—n, ſpeak, ſpeak, aher ee 
i % O Sire,” ſaid R—b—nſ—n again 
| “ Speak, —faid the K—g “ put, put me out pain— 
lf « Don't, don't in this ſuſpenſe a body keep 
Sire, cried e n, * the 8 the 
| | ſheep! !!“ 
20 What of the ſheep?” rnb the "APY pray, pray, 
1 Dead! R—b=nf—n, dead, dead, or run-a-way?? 
Dead, anſwered R—b—nſ—n, « dead, dead, dead, 
| e dead! !!!“ 
Then like a drooping lily hung his head! 


= How? how * the a aſk d, with viſage fad. 
By dogs,” ſaid R-b—nſ—n, © and likely mad!“ — 


«at No, 
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„% No, no, they can't be mad, they can't be mad 
No, no, things ar'n't ſo bad, things ar nt fo bad, 

Rejoin'd the King. 

© Of with them quick to market, quick, 4 | 
In with them, in, in with them in a cart 


Sell, ſell them for as much as they will bring.“ 


Now to Fleet-market, driving like the wind, 

| Amidſt his murder'd mutton, rode the 11ND, 
All in the royal cart fo great, 

To try to ſell the royal meat. 


The news of this rare batch of lambs, 

And ewe and rams, 

Deſign'd for many a London dinner, 

Reach'd the fair ears of Maſter Sh=-r—ff SR—xN—x, 
Who, with a hammer and a conſcience clear, 
Pompouſly gets ten thouſand pounds a year; 

And who, if things go tolerably fair, 

W il be one _y Faw Loubon s prouder Maven. 


The alderman was in his N 

MMidſt gentlemen with night-caps, hair, and wigs; 
In language moſt rhetorical defining 158 

* ſterling merit of a lot of pigs: 

When ſuddenly the news was brought, 

That in Fleet-market were unwholeſome ſheep, 
Which made the preacher from his pulpit leap, 

1 As nimble as a taylor, or as thought. | 
For 
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For juſtice panting, and unaw'd by fears, 
This king, this emperor of auctioneers, 
Set off —indeed a furious face he put on 
Like light'ning did he gallop up Cheapſide! 
Like thunder down through Ludgate did he ride 
To catch the man who ſold this dreadful mutton. 


Now to Fleet-market full of wrath he came, 
And with the ſpirit of an ancient. Roman, 
Exceeded, I believe, by no man, 

The alderman, ſo virtuous, cried out“ Shae ie 


ce 1 to „ RE Maſter Sk—nn—r, 
« Who on ſuch mutton, Sir, can make a dinner?“ | 
“ You, if you pleale,”? 

Cried Mifter R—b—nf—n, with perfect caſe. 

4 Sir!1!”” quoth the red-hot alderman again— 
% You,” quoth the an, in juſt the lame cool "IE 


ws Of, off,” eried . with Four | carrion 
, 


& heap 
„Quick, d—mme, take your naſty ae 
6 Whilſt I command, not e'en the K——g _ 
& Shall ſuch vile ſtuff to market bring, 
% Nor London ſtalls ſuch garbage bear— 
£6 80 take away your ſtinking fare.“ 


1 You,” replied R—b—nſ—n, « you cry out ſhame! 
_ * 7ublaſtthe ſheep, 5g Maſter SE un r prays 
. 7 ou 
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« You give the harmleſs mutton a bad name! 
Lou impudently order it away ! 


«© Sweet Maſter ALDERMAN, don't make this rout ; 

% Pray clap your ſpectacles upon your ſnout ; _ 

« And then your keen ſurveying eyes regale | 

„With thoſe ſame fine large letters on the cart 
« Which brought this ,a mutton here for ſale.” — 

Poor Sk—nn—r read, and read it with a ſtart. 

Like HawmLErT, fright'ned at his father's ghoſt, 

The alderman ſtood ſtaring like a poſt; 

; He ſaw G. R. inſcrib'd in handſome letters, | 

Which prov'd the ſheep belong'd unto his betters. 


The Alderman now turn'd to deep REFLECTION ; 
And, being bleſt with proper recollection, 


Exclaim'd, „I've made a great miſtake Oh fad !—' 


Indeed the ſheep are really not ſo bad. 
„ Dear Miſter R—b—nſ—n, I beg your pardon, 


5 Your Job. like patience Pve borne hard on; 
« Whoever ſays the mutton is not good, 
«© Knows nothing, Miſter R—b—nſ—n, of food. 


£ 


* 


I verily believe I could turn glutton, 


«© On ſuch neat, wholeſome, pretty-looking mutton— ; 


% Pray, Miſter R—b—nſ—n, the mutton ſell 
128 hope, Sir, that his M—j—ty is well.“ 


80 foul ing, Mr. R—b—nſ—n he quitted, 
With cherubimic ſmiles and placid brows, 


For 
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For ſuch embarraſſing occaſions fitted 
Adding juſt five-and-twenty humble bows. 

To work went R—b—nſ—n to ſell the ſheep, 

But people would not buy, except dog-cheap ; 


At length the ſheep were ſold—without the fleece 
And brought K—g G— juſt balf-a-crown a- piece. 


Now for the other laughing, 1 lying Rory, 
Made, one would think, to tarniſh kingly glory. 


— 


IHE — 
' AND 


PARSON YOUNG. 


n 8 ( God bleſs bim 1) met al Para | 
_ YOUNG 
Walking on Windſor terrace one fair morning; 
Delightful was the day the ent was ftrong— 
A heav'nly day for howliug and for horning ; | 
For tearing farmer's hedges down, and hallooings, | 
Shouts, curſes, caths, and fuch like pious doings. 


19 Young,” cried the K- 
. & hunt to day?” 


en, yes,—what, what! . ves, yes, fine day, fine 
5 6c day.“ 


— 


=” TIE hunt, d'ye 


* 
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Low with a reverend bow the prieſt reply'd, 
„Great Kg! I've really no horſe to ride; 
«© Nothing, O Monarch! but my founder'd mare, 
* And ſhe, my Liege, as blind as ſhe can ſtare.” 


te No horſe,” rejoin'd the K 

6% horſe!”* „ 

Indeed, the parſon added, I have none: 
Nothing but poor old Dalbin, who, of courſe, 


g. no horſe, no 


6 Is dangerous being blinder than a ſtone. 


=! 


« Blind, blind, Young ? never mind, you muſt, muſt 

| 4 89. | D“ No, no.” 
% Muft hunt, muſt hunt, Young —ſtay behind. 
What pity that the K — g, in his diſcourſe, 
Forgot to ſay, „I'll lend you, YouNG, a horſe.” 


The K——g to Youxs behaving thus ſo kind, 
Vhate'er the danger, and howe er inclin'd, 

At home with Poliieſe Young could not fſlayg—— 
So up his Rev'rence got upon his MARE, | 
Reſoly'd the chace with M-—j—y to ſhare, 

Whate'er the dangers of the pay. 


| | Rous'4 was the deer! —the Kg and Parſon Yours, 
| Caſtor and Pollux like, rode fide by ſide 
When lo! a ditch was to be ſprung ! 


Over leap'd G. THE THIRD with Eingly pride. 
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Thus gloriouſſy attended, leap'd the K- 
By all thoſe hounds attended with a ſpring 
Not Cxsar's ſelf a fiercer look put on, 


a 
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Over jump'd Tinler, Towzer, Rockwood, Towler . 


Over jump'd Mendall, Bruſhwood, Tubal, Forvler, 
Trimbuſh and Lightning, Mufic, Ranter, Wonder, 
And fifty others with their mouths of thunder 
Great names! whoſe pedigrees ſo fair, 

With thoſe of Zomer's heroes might compare, 


—_ 


When with his HOST he paſs'd the Rubicon / 


But wayward fate the parſon's palfrey humbl 4, 
And gave the mare a ſudden check- 
Unfortunately poor blind Dobbin ſtumbl'd, 
And broke his Reverence s neck. | 


| The M—n=rch, gaping, with amaze look'd round 


=: Upon his dead companion on the ground 
„What, what ?”” he cried, © YouxG dead! Young 


a 


& dead! 


” Humph take him up-and put him home to bed.” 


Thus having finiſh* d- with a cheerful face 
N IMROD the Second join'd the Jovial chace. 


A MORAL. 


2 
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MORAL REFLECTION. 


FOOLS would have ſtopp'd when Parſon Young 

was kill'd, 5 8 
And, loſing ev'ry thought of hound and deer, 

With weakneſs (call'd compaſſion) fill'd, 

Had tura'd Samaritan, and dropp'd a tear, 


But better far the royal ſportſman knew—— _ 
lle gueſs'd the conſequence, without a doubt 
Full well he gueſs'd he ſhould not have a view 

And that he ſhould be ſhamefully thrown out. 


P'rhaps, from the royal eye a tear might hop; 
Vet pages ſwear they never ſaw it drop. 


But M-j-ty may ſay, What, what, what's death ? 
«© Naught, naught, naught, but a little loſs of breath.” 
To Parſon Younc 'twas more, I'm very clear- 

He Los by death ſome hundred pounds a-year. 


A. great deal, my dear LI EGE, depends 
On having clever bards for friends— 
What had AcniLLEs been without his HonmER 
A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber ! 
| | #2 Fellows 


[4 
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Fellows that have been dead a hundred year, 


None but the Lord knows how or where 


In Potrtry's rich graſs how virtues thrive 
Some when put in, ſo lean, ſcarce ſeem alive; 
And yet, ſo ſpeedily a bulk obtain, 


That e en their owners know them not again. 


Could you, indeed, have gain'd my muſe of ſire, 
Great would your lack have been, indced, great Sire! 
4 hen had I prais'd your nobleneſs of ſpirit! 
Then had I boaſted that myſelf, | 
High PeTER, was the firſt bleſt, tuneful elf, 
You ever gave a far my to for merit. 


Though money be a pretty hands tool, 

Of Mammon, lo! 1 ſcorn to be the 3 

If Fortune calls, ſhe's welcome to my cot, 

Whether ſhe leaves a guinea or a groat: 

Whether ſhe brings me from the butcher's ſhop —— 
The whole ſheep, or a ſingle chop. 


For lo! Ike Anvaew MarveLL, I can dine, 
And deem a mutton-bone extremely fine 
Then, Sir, how difficult the taſk, you ſee, 

To bribe a mod*rate GenTLEman like ME. 


I will not ſwear, point Hank, I ſhall not alter—— 
A ſaint my nameſake, e en was known to faulter, 
Nay more — ſome clever men in oppoſition, 


Waoſe ſouls did really ſeem; in good condition; . 
„ . Whe 
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Who made of Pirr ſuch horrible complaint, 


And damn'd him for the worſt of knaves, 
Alter'd their minds—became his humble ſlaves, 
And publiſh'd their new patron for a sax T. 


And who is there that may not change his mind? 
Where can you folks of that deſcription find? 
Who will not ſell their ſouls for caſh, 


That moſt angelic diabolic traſh ! ! 155 
F'en grave divines accept of glitt*ring gold! 


The beſt of conſciences are bought and ſold: 


As in a tale“ I've ſhewn moſt edifying, 


To prove to all the world, that I'm not lying. 


* Yid: the tale entitled, The Fe. the Squires and the 
8 panic. 
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Paint and the men of canvaſs fire my lays, 
Who ſhew their works for profit and for praiſe! 
Whoſe pockets know moſt comfortable filling 
_ Gaining #700 thouſand pounds a-year by ſhillings. 


. . 


FETER GIVETH AN ACCOUNT OF HIS GREAT RELATION=— 


PRAISETH SIR WILLIAM CHAMBERS. AND SOMERSET - 


MOUSE—APPLAUDETH SIR JOSKUA REYNOLDS, AND SHEW-= 
ETH DEEP CLASSIC LEARNING. 


My couſin Pindar, in his odes, „„ 
Applauded horſe-jockeys and gods, . 
Wreſtlers and boxers in his verſe divine! 


1 Then 
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And old hereditary lyre, | 
To Britiſh painters give a golden line? ” | 


Say, ſhall yon dome ſtupendous riſe, | 
Striking with attic front the ſkies—— 
The nurſing dame of many a painting ape *; 
And I immortal rhyme refuſe, 
Jo tell the nations round the news, : 
And make poſterity with wonder gape ? 


Spirit of couſin Pindas ho! 
. By all thy odes, the world ſhall know, 
That Chambers plann'd it Be his name rever' d 
Sir William's journeyman and tools, 8 _— 
(No pupils of the Chineſe ſchools), 1 
With ſtone and wood, and lime, the fabric r rear d 


Thus having put the knight i in rhyme, 
Stone, men, and timber, tools, and lime 
Now let us ſee what this rare dome contains 
Where rival artiſts, for a name, | „ 
Bit by that glorious mad dog Fame, 1 | 
Have fixt the labours of their bruſh and brains, : 


v Painting . POR is by no means meant to 
convey an idea of inſult.— There is great propriety, if not "ny 
poctry, in it.—The reader will pleaſe to recollect, that painting Fo 
is an imitative art Monkies are prodigious imitators—witneſs nn 
my own Odes. — Befides, Pope ANTE the immortal 
Newton by a limilar illuſion. 


O muſe! 
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O muſe! Sir > ou? s maſter hand 
Shall firſt our lyric laud command 
Lo! Tarleton dragging on his boot ſo tight! 
His horſes feel a god- like rage, 
And long with Yankies to engage—— 
J think I hear them ſnorting for the fight ! 


' Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing ! 
I wiſh indeed their manes, ſo flowing, 

Were more like hair—the brutes had been as goods 
If, flaming with ſuch claſſic force, ta 
They had reſembl'd leſs that horſe 

Call'd Trojan, and by Greeks compos'd of wood, 


Now to yon angel let us go 
A fine performance too, I trow, 
Who rides a cloud—indeed a pooriſh hack—— 
Which to my mind doth certés bring, 
That eaſy bum-delighting thing, 
Rid by the Chancellor, —yclep'd a ſack. 


Yet, Reynolds, let me fairly ſay, 
With pride I pour the lyric lay 
To moſt things by thy able hand expreſs'd ; 4 
Compar'd, alas! to other men, 
Tho art an eagle to a wren! 


Now, Mrs. Muſe, attend on Mr. Jef. 
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PIES. FALLETH FOUL ON MR. WEST FOR REPRESENTING | 
OUR BLESSED REDEEMER LIKE AN OLD-CLOTHES=MAN 


' —AND FOR MISREPRESENTING - THE APOSTLES—PETER 
BESCRIBETH ST, PAUL, AND JUDAS, AND THE APOSTLES 


— CUTTETH UP MR. WEST'S ANGELS - Al TACKETH, 


ANOTHER PICTURE OF MR. WEST'S == WEEPETH OVER 
THE HARD FATE OF PRINCES OCTAYIUS AND AUGUSTUZ, 
CHILDREN OF OUR MOST GLORIOUS SOVEREIGN, 


© WEST, what hath thy pencil done! 
Why painted God Almighty's Son 

Like an old-clothes-man, about London ſtreet ? 
Place in his hand a ruſly bag, f 
To hold each ſweet collected rag: : 

We then ſhall ſee the character complete. 


Th' 43 too, I'm much afraid, | 

Were not the fellows thou haſt made | 
For Heav'ns ſake, We/t, pray rub them out again— 

There's not a mortal who believes 

They look'd like old Salvator's * thieves, 
Although they might not look like gentlemen. 


F W Roſa, 3 in the 3 of banditti. 
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St. Paul molt candidly declares, 
He could not give himſelf high airs | 
Upon his perſon—which was rather homely——« + 
But really, as for all the reſt, 
Save Judas, who was a rank beaſt, 

They all are decent labourers, and comely. 
Thy /p:rits, too, can't boaſt their graces— 
Two Indian angels by their faces f 


But ſpeak — where are their wings to mount the wind? 
One would ſuppoſe M*<Bride * had met en... 
If thou haſt ſpare ones, quickly get em, 

Or elſe the lads will both be left behind. 


Ghoſt of Octavius! tell the bard, 
And thou, Auguſtus, us'd ſo hard, 
Why Meß hath murder'd you, my tender lambs |! 
You bring to mind vile Richard's deed, 
Who bid your royal couſins bleed, 
For which the world the tyrant's mem "7 damns, 


Wet, I muſt own thou doſt ports 
Some portion of the painting ſpirit — 
But truſt me—not extraordinary things 
Some merit thou muſt ſurely own, 
By getting up ſo near the throne, 
And gaining whiſpers from the beſt of kings. 


* Capt. M*Bride, famous for winging men of war, as well 
as partridges.— See his Letters to the Admiralty. 
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ODE III. 


PETER ADMINISTERETH SAGE ADVICE TO VERY YOUNG 
| : _ PAINTERS, 


Porr muſt mount by ſlow degrees to glory 
"Tis ſtairs muſt lead us to the attic tore | 
Thus thought my great old name-ſake, PzTER © L AR; 
Who bound himſelf, in Holland, to a trade; 
A very pretty carpenter he made; 
And then went home“ „and built a man of war. 


The lad who would a *pothecary ſhine, | 
Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap, fine, 
Keep the ſhop clean, and watch it like a porter: 
Learn to boil glyſters—nay, to give them too, 
If blinking nurſes can't the bus? neſs do; 
Write well the labels, and wipe well the mortar. 


Rader that boys can riſe to maſter-tanners, 
Humble thoſe boys mult be, and mind their manners; 
Deſpiſing pride, whoſe wiſh it is to wreck em: 
And mornings, with a bucket and a flick, 
Should never once diſdain to pick, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, fair lumps of Album Grecum. 


* To Ruffia, | 


Thus 
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Thus ſhould young limning lads themſelves demean; 
Learn how to keep their maſter's bruſhes clcan, 
And learn to ſqueeſe the colours from the bladderg— 
Furbiſh up rags—the ſhining pallet ſet—— 
Keep the knives bright—and eke the eaſel neat— 
Such arts to Fame's high temple are the ladders, 


Young men, ſo uſeful are the arts I mention, 
(Believe me, not an atom is invention,) 
The inſtant that J pen this ode, I know 
A jew-like, ſhock-poll' d, ſcrubby, ſhort, black n man, 
More like a cobler than a gentleman=— 
Working on canvaſs, like a dog in dough. 


By Heav'ns! with ſcarcemorekn cnowledgesthan theſe. 5 
He earns a guinea ev'ry day with eaſe ; 
Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, ſquires— 
Now on a monkey vent'reth now a ſaint 
Talks of himſelf, and much himſelf admires, 
And ſtruts, the verieſt Bantam cock of paint. 5 


But ing me, youths, I Int conceit adviſe, 
Becauſe *tis fulſome to men's ears and eyes; 
Whoſe tongues might cover you with ridicule 
And pray, who loves the appellation, Fool ? 


Yet, if in ſpite of all the muſe can fav, 

You will inſiſt on going the wrong way, 
And æiſb to be a laughing ſtock — 
Copy our little, old, black Bantam Cock 


| Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſoul, moreover, of ſuch ſort i 
With ſo much acrimony overflows, 
As makes him, whereſoe'er he goes, 


A wang thumb-bottle of Agua: JI 


ODE IV. 


THE LYRIC BARD COMMENDETH MR. GAINSBOROUGHN' ; 710 | 
RECOMMENDETH LANDSCAPE TO 1HE ARTIST, | 


Ano now, O . with ſong ſo big, 
Turn round to Gain/borough's Girl and Pig, 
Or Pig and Girl, I rather ſhould have faid : 
The Pig in white, I muſt allow, 

Is really a well-painted ſow : 
I with to ſay the ſame thing of the Maid. 


As for poor Saint Leger and Prince, 
Hlad I their places I ſhould wince, 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high : _ 
| Juſt like your felons after death, 

On Bagſhot, or on Hounſlow Heath, 
That force from travellers the pitying ſigh, 


Yet Gainſborough has great merit, too, 
Would he his charming fort purſue 
| VOL. 1. Lo 
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To mind his e have the W grace 
Yet there ſometimes are Nature's tints deſpis'd : 
J with them more attended to, and priz'd, 

Inſtead of trump*ry that uſurps their place. 


ODE Y. 


PETER | QUARRELETH WITH FAT—PROVETH ITS FATAL 
INCONVENIENCES—ACCOUNTETH FOR THE LEANNESS AND 
RAGS OF THE MUSEE—DISPLAYETH MILITARY SCIENCE— 
TELLETH A WONDERFUL STORY OF A SPANISH MARQUIS 
w—=TALKETH SENSIBLY OF A GREYHOUND, A HAWK, AND A 
RACE-HORSE——POINTE TH OUT THE PROPER SUBJECTS 


Pa AINT ERS and Poets never ſhould be "OLE 
Sons of Apollo! liſten well to that. | 
Fat is foul weather—dims the fancy's ſight : 
In poverty the wits more nimbly mufter : 
Thus ſtars, when pinch'd by froſt, caſt keener luſtre 
= On the black blanket of OLD MoruER Night. 


Your heavy fat, I will maintain, 

Is perfect bird-lime of the brain; 

And, as to goldfinches the bird- lime einge 
Fat 8 ideas by the legs and PI 
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Fat ae the moſt 8 „ 

Like the buff- ſtop on harpſichords or ſpinnets— 
Muffling their pretty little tuneful throats, 

That would have chirp?d away like Lnnets, 


Not el fat is hurtful to the arts, 

But Lovx, at fat -ev'n Love ALMIOHT y ſtarts— 
Lovk hates large, lubberly, fat, clumſy fellows, 
Panting and blowing like a blackſmith's bellows: - 


In Parliament, amidſt the various chat, 


What eloquence of Noxrn's is loſt by fat! 
Mute in his head-piece on his boſom hung, 


How many a ſpeech hath flept upon his tongue 
80 far Apollo 's right, I needs muſt own, 5 

To keep his ſons and daughters high in bone: 
The Nix E, too, as from hiſtory we San 
Are, like Don Quixote's Rozinante, lean ; 


Who likewiſe fancy all incumbrance bad, 


And therefore travel very thinly clad; 


Looking like damſels juſt eſcap'd from jails, 


With backs a/ fraſco, and with tatter'd tails. 


How, with large rolls of fat, would act 
A ſoldier or a ſailor? 
And tis a well-atteſted fact, 
Apollo was as nimble as a taylor. 
How could he elſe have caught that handſome flirt, 
Miss Darans, racing through the pools and dirt? 
5 | F 2 LS The 
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The Marquis of CexoNa, of great parts, | 
1 Could ſcarce ſupport himſelf, he was fo big— 
© | He itarv'd—drank vinegar by pints and quarts, 
b | And got down to a Chriſtian—from a Pig, 
< Some author ſays, his ſkin (but ſome will doubt him) 
| Would fold a half-dozen times about him, 
Reader !—of lie 1 urge not an 1ota : x | 
His ſkta would truly round his body come, I 


Though tight before as parchment on a drum - 2 
Juſt like a Portugueſe Capota— | 3 


Ves yes indeed, I ſolemnly repeat, 

Painters and bards ſhould very little eat : 

No matter, verily, how ſlight their fare— 
Nay, though, camelion-like, they fed on air 


Elſe they're, like ladies, much elend to feeding — 
Who, often when they fatten, leave off breeding; 
Or, like the Hen, facetious Æſop's ſtory, 

So known—1 ſhall not lay the tale before ye. 


Vou would not load with fat a running horſe, 
Or greyhound you deſign'd to courſe; 

Nor would you fatten up the hawk, 

Tou mean to nimble birds to talk. 
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Then pray, young Bruſhmen, if you wiſh to thrive, 

And keep your genius and the art alive, 
Gobble not quantities of fleth and fiſh up: 

Beings who can no harm from fat receive, 


May 
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May feaſt ſecurely—then, for Heav'n's fake, leave 
| Greaſe to an alderman, a hog, or biſhop. 


O DE V4 
PETER FLATTERETH MR, MASON CHAMBERLIN==AND THAT _ 


MOST BRILLIANT LANDSCAPE=PAINTER, MR. LOUTHER= 
BOURG—PETER ADMIRETH, PRAISETH, AND CONSOLETH 


THE ENGLISH CLAUDE, WILSON, 


Tar portraits, Chamberlin, may be . | 4 

A likeneſs, far as I can ſee; „ = 1 

But, faith! I cannot praiſe a ſingle frat : 1 
Vet, when it ſo ſhall pleaſe the Lord, 

To make his people out of board, „ 

Thy pictures will be tolerable nature. | 


And, Loatherloures when Heav'n ſo wills, 44 
Joo make braſs ſkies and golden hills, 4 
With marble bullocks in glaſs paſtures grazing, | 
Thy reputation too wall rife, - 
And people, gaping with ſurpriſe, 
Cry, “ Monfieur Loutherbourgh is moſt 4 85 


But thou muſt walt for that event— | i 
Perhaps the change is never meant . 
Till then, with me, thy pencil will not ſhine— 
Till then, old red-nos'd i. ilfon's art 
Will hold it's empire o'er my heart, 
= Britain left in poverty to pine. | 
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Who, from the wardrobe of their ſeulls, 


N 


* n, 1 


But, honeſt Wilſon, never mind; 
- Immortal praiſes thou ſhalt find, 

And for a dinner have no cauſe to fear— 
Thou ſtart'ft at my prophetic me 
Don't be impatient for thoſe times : 

Wait till thou haſt been dead an hundred Fours 


— 


0 DE VIL 


PETER BREAKETH OUT INTO LEARNING, AND TALXETH 
LATIN=—ADVISETH YOUNG ARTISTS TO DO NO MORE THAN 
THEY CAN DO=—RECOMMENDETH TO FACH THE KNOW- 
LEDGE OF MIS GENIUS—PETER TALKETH OF Ksor's FA- 
BLES AND MR. sTuBBS— ETER VENTURETH ON THE 
STAGE=—RECORDETH A STCRY OF AN ACTOR, AND con- 
CLUDETH FACETIOUSLY. 


— 


th EP I ft, F "I ut nemo quam fi 25 fartem” _ 
Was partly written for thoſe fools N 
Who ſlight the very art that would ſupport 'em, 
In ſpite of Gratitude's and Wiſdom's rules. 


It brings to mind old Æſop's tale ſo ſweet, 
Of a poor country-bumkin of a ftag, 
Who us'd to curſe bis clumſy legs and feet, 
But of his horns did wonderfully brag 


Unlike our London poor John Bulls, 


Could, 
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Could, mich the greateſt TV a, eee tear 
Such pretty-looking ornamental geer. | | 


But, to the ſtory of the Buck Ro 
(Like many Engliſh ones) much out of luck,  _ q 
| 


When to a thicket Maſter Buck was chac' . 
His fav'rite horns contriv'd to ſpoil his trot 
By keeping the young *ſquire in limbo faſt, 

Till John the huntſman came and cut his throat. 


Unfortunately for the graphic art, 

| Painters too often their true genius thwart ; 
Mad to accompliſh what can ne'er be done, 

They form for criticiſm a world of fun. 


The man of hift'ry longs to deal in /utle, 
uits laſting oil, for periſhable ſpittle: 
The man of miniature to hiſt'ry ſprings, 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like bruſh, © 
Makes for ſublimity a daring puſh, 
And ſhows, like Icarus, his feeble wings. 


Tis ſaid, that nought ſo much the temper rubs 

Of that ingenious artiſt, Mr. STUBBs, 

As calling him a horſe- painter How ſtrange, TH 
That STvuBBs the title ſhould deſire to change! 


Yet doth he curſes on th' occaſion utter, | = 
And, fooliſh, quarrels with his bread and Suter. = 
Yet, after landſcape, Gentlemen and Ladies, 


This very OTUBBS prodigious mad 1s ! 
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So quits his horſe—on which the man might ride 
To Fame's fair temple, happy and unhurt 5 
And takes a hobby-horſe to gall his pride, 

5 That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 


The 8 folly reigns, too, on the ſtage, 
Such for impoſſibilities the rage! 


The man of farce to tragedy aſpires, 
And, calf-like bellowing, feels heroic fires— 


WesTonN for Hamlet and Othello ſigh'd, 

And thought it dev'lIiſn hard to be denied 
The courtly AB IxGTox's untoward ftar 
Wanted her reputation much to mar, 

And ſink the Lady to the waſhing- tub 

So whiſper'd—“ Mrs. Abington, play Scrub.“ — 
To folly full as great, ſome imp may lug her, 
And bid her ſlink in Filch and Abel Drugger. 


Ah actor, living at this ie, | 
That now I pen my verſe ſublime, _ 
Could not, to ſave his ſoul, find out his fort 
But lo! it happen'd, on a lucky night, 
He on the ſubject got a deal of light; 
And thus doth Fame the circumſtance report: 


After exhibiting to pit and boxes, 
To take a dram, the actor ſtroll'd to Fox's *— 


4 a tavern near the play-houſe. 


| Where 
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Where ſoon his friend came in, ſuch ſine things ſaying, 
Offering a thouſand pretty ſalutations, | 
With full-confirming oath-ejaculations 
Unto this ſon of Theſpis, for his playing. 


« By heav'ns !?? quoth he, © unnvall'd is thy merit 


Thou play'd'ſt to-night, my friend, with matchleſs 


4 ſpirit : : = 2 
« Zounds ! my dear fellow, let me go to h-II, 


If ever part was acted half ſo well!” 


The ator bluſh'd, and bow'd, and Glly look'd, 


To hear ſuch compliments ſo nicely cook'd— 


Getting the better of his mauvaiſe honte— 
And ſtaring at the other's ſteady front, 


He aſk'd,—* What part, pray mean ye | 5 bor, in 
« troth, 


4 T know of none, that you ſhould ſo n 
What part !” reply'd the other, with an oath: 
The hind-part of a Jacx- 48s“, my dear friend!?“ 


The player, pleas'd inſtead of being hurt, 


Thank'd him for the diſcovery of his fort— 
Purſu'd his gentus—ſought no higher game, 
And by his Jack-Ass won wnenwed fame. 


* A part in one of the pantomimes, which contains 2 large 
portion of kicking, braying, obſtinacy, and tail-wriggling. 
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O DE. VIII. 


PETER ABUS ETH MR. AND MRS. cos war. 


Fiz, Coſway! I'm aſham'd to ſay 

Thou own'ſt the title of R. A.— 

I fear, to damn thee 'twas the devil's ſending— 
Some honeſt calling quickly find, 

And bid thy wife her kitchen mind, 

Or ſhirts and ſhifts be making, or be mending. 


If Madam cannot make a ſhirt, 

Or mend, or from it waſh the dirt, | 
Better than paint—the poet for thee feels 
Or take a ſtitch up in thy ſtocking, 

(Which for a wife is very ſhocking,) 

T pity the condition of thy heels. 


What vanity was in your ſkulls, 

To make you act ſo like two fools, „ 
T'expoſe your daubs, though made with wond'rous 
Could Raphaels angry ghoſt ariſe, * 5 
And on the figure's caſt his eyes, : 
He'd catch a piſtol up, and blow your beide e out. 


Musz, in this criticiſm, I fear, 
Thou really haſt been too ſevere : - 
„ Coswar 


* 
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Coswax paints miniature with truth and ſpirit, 


And Mrs. Coswax boaſts a fund of merit. 


Be more like courtly Horace's thy page; 

And ſhun of furious Juvenal the rage, 

Of whom old Scaliger afferts—* gui jugulat””— 
Id ęſi the fellow would not murder, boggle at. 


This Scaliger employs, too; the word trucidat : 


That is, the bard would daſh thro? thick and thin, 


And, like a ruffian, would ſo uſe ye, that 


He would not leave a whole bone in your ſkin. 


— 


ODE 1 


PETER EXHIBITETH BIBLE KNOWL EDGE=—CONDEMNETH 


IMITATORS, AND MAKETH COMPARISONS. 


Sm JOSHUA—for I've read my Bible over— 
Of whoſe fine art I own myſelf a lover, | 


Puts me in mind of Matthew, the firſt chapter— 
Abram got Iſaac Iſaac, Jacob got— - 
| Joſeph to get, was lucky Jacob? s lot, 


And all his brothers, 
Who very nat rally made others, 
Continuing to th? end of a long chapter 
A genealogy I read with rapture, 
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Yet, volhbly; not with ſo much delight, | 
As Queenſb'ry's DuxE, delighting in good courſes, 
Reads (which I'm told he doth, from morn to night) 
The noble pedigrees of running-horſes, 
Penn'd, with a deal of ſubtlety and labour, 
By that great turf-apoſtle, Mr. H EBER. 


Sir Jos uva's happy pencil hath produc'd 
A hoſt of copyiſts, much of the ſame feature; 


By which the art hath greatly been abus'd— 


J own Sir Josava greaz—but Nature greater. 


But what, alas! 1s ten times worſe— | i 


The progreſs of the art to curſe: 
The copyiſts have been copied too; 
And that, I'm ſure, will never do. 


Such painters are like pointers hunting game 
Intent on pleaſure, and dog-fame; 5 

Suppoſe a half. a- dozen dogs, or more, | 
Snuffing, and ſcamp'ring, croſing the field o'er. 


One pointer ſcents the partridge—points— 
Fix'd like a ſtatue on the pleaſing gale! _ 
How act the others: Stop their ſcamp'ring joints; 
And, lo! one's 2% is on his neighbour's all. 


Perhaps this dog-compariſon of mine, 
Though vaſtly natural, and vaſtly fine, 


May not be fully underſtood 
By all the youngling painter brood 


Therefore, 
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Therefore, that into error they may'n't roam, 
I think I'll be a little more at home. 5 


Suppoſe a damſel of the Cyprian dafs, 

A freſn- imported, lovely, blooming laſs, 
Gay, careleſs, ſmiling, ogling in the Park 

Suppoſe thoſe charms, ſo pleaſing to the eye, 


Catch the wild glance, and ſtart the am*rous ſigh, 


Of ſome young roving military ſpark !_ 
: Lol as if touch'd by bailiffs, or by divas 


Sudden he ſtops—all-over ſtaring wonder 
A thouſand fancies his warm brain ſurround ; 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground, 
He points towards thoſe faſcinating charms 
That rous'd the hoſt of paſſions up in, arms. 


A brother enſign ſpies the ſtock-ſtill lad, 

And ſudden halts —grave pond'ring what i it means 
Another enſign, taking hir for mad, 
Upon his ſupple- jack deep-marv'ling leans: 


—— 


Another enſign aſter him, too, ſauntering, 
Stops ſhort, and to his eye applies his glaſs— 
To know what Ray'd his brother enſign's cantering, 
Not dreaming of that eye. catcher, the LAss. 


| Thus, noſing one the othes* 8 back, 

Stands in à goodly row the King's red pack; 

Except the jir/?, whom Nature” s charms inflame— 

His noſe is p:operly towards the game. . 
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E'en ſo, the PRESIDENT, to NATURE true, 

1 | Doth mark her form, and all her haunts purſue ; 
= "Whilſt half the filly bruſhmen of the land, 

1 Contented take the Nx H at ſecond-hand ; 
Imps, who juſt boaſt the merit of 8 
Horace's Jeroen fecus——imitators. 


PETER JEERETH MESSIEURS SERRES AND ZOFFANI, AND 
PRAISETH AND CONDEMNETH MR. BARRET. | 


SERRES and Zorrani! I een, | 
I better works than yours have ſeen— 
You'll ſay, no compliment can well be colder 
Why, as you ſcarce are in your prime, 
And wait the ſtrength'ning hand of time, 
1 hope that you'll improve as you grow older * 


- | Believe me, BarkET, thou haſt truth and taſte; - 
Yet ſometimes art thou apt to be unchaſte 
Too oft thy pencil, or thy genius, flags, 
Too oft thy landſcapes bonſires ſeem to be; 
And in thy buſtling clouds methinks I ſee 
The reſurrection of OLD RAGS. 


The firſt is about 70 years of age, and the laſt 63 or 64. | 
| O Car- 


HEALS 
— 


Nor of thy folly make us ſay a hard thing | 


With greater eaſe your purſe to take, EE 
| G3 | 80 
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O Carrox, our poor feelings ſpare”! 9 
ö . { 
Suppreſs thy traſh another year; i 


And lo ! thoſe daubs amongſt the many, 


Painted by Mr. EDward PENNY! | j 

They truly are not worth a half a farthing. | 

„ 
| P2TFR CANNONADETH FAIRION —ADVISETH PROPLE ro uvRx 
"THEIR OWN EYES AND NOSES—AND ORDERETH WHAT 18 
o BE DONE WITH A BAD NOSE. | 
Ox E year the pow'rs of faſhion rule on : 
In favour of th* Italian ſchool - =. 

Then hey, for drawing ! Raphael and Pouſſin. ; 
The following year the Flemiſh ſchools ſhall ftrike— 4 
Then hey, for Col'ring Rubens and Vandyke; | 

And,ilo! th” Italian 1s not worth a pin. : 1 

Be not impos'd upon by rashHIOx's roar—— | 4 

 Fagnion too often makes a monſtrous noiſe, | 

Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 4 
The pooreſt traſh, the meaneſt toys. : | 

And, as a gang of thieves a buſtle make, . 1 


< 
r 
2 p 


- . And judge in matters of eng and ſtink; 


64 | HE WORRS OF 


* 


So rasnion frequently, her point to gain, 
Sets up an howl enough to ſtun a ſtone, 

And fairly picks the pockets of your brain, 
That 1 is, if any brain vou chance to own. 


Carry your eyes with you where'er you go; 
For not to truſt to them, is to abuſe em 
As Nature gave them t'ye, you ought to know 
The wiſe old lady meant that you ſhould uſe em; 
And yet, what thouſands, to our vaſt ſurpriſe, 
Of pictures judge by other people's eyes! : 


When Nature made a preſent of a noſe 
To each man's face, we juſtly may ſuppoſe, 
She meant, that for itſelf the noſe ſhould ink, 


66 - Fling i! away.” 
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THE LYRIC BARD GROWETH WITTY ON MR, PETERS'S AN- 
GEE AND CHILD-——AND MADAM ANGELICA KAUFFMAN» 


Dzar Peters ! whe; like Luke the Saint, 
A man of Goſpel art, and paint, 55 
The peneil flames not with poetic fury: 5 
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If Heav'n's fair angels are like thine, 
Our bucks, I think, O grave divine, 


May meet in t'other world the nymphs of Drury, 


The infant ſoul I do not much admire : 25 
It boaſteth ſomewhat more of fleſh than fire 
The picture, Peters, cannot much adorn ye 
I'm glad, though, that the red - fac'd little ſinner, 

Poor ſoul ! hath made an hearty dinner 


Before it ventur'd on ſo long a journey. 


Angelica my plaudit gains 
Her art ſo ſweetly canvaſs ſtains 


Her dames, ſo Grecian, give me ſuch delight f 


But, were ſhe married to ſuch gentle males 
As figure in her painted tales 


L tear ſhe'd find a ſtupid wedding - night. oa 


El 


OD E XHE 
PETER LASHETH THE LADIES—HE TURNETH STORY-TEL- 
| \LER=—PETER GRIEVE TH, 


| Arrnovontt RY Ps _—_ 0 uch beanie blaze, 
They very frequently my paſſion raiſe- 


Their charms compenſate, ſcarce, their want of taſte : 


Paſſing amidſt the ExiniTioN croud, 
I heard ſome damſels fa/hionably loud 
And thus I give the dialogue that paſs'd. 


„ « Oh! 


* 
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« Ob! the dear cr” (cried one) look! here's a 
& bonnet t! h 
He ſhall paint ne- am determin'd on it: 
Lord! Couſin, ſee ! how beautiful the gown ! 

„ What charming colours ! ! here's fine lace, here's 
1 | „ gauze! x 
# |= | og What pretty rige the fellow draws |! 
l | | © Lordi Couſin, he's the clevereſt man in town !” 
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1 1 « Ay, Coufin, (cry'd a ſecond,) very true 
! And here, here's charming green, and red, and blue 
There's a complexion beats the rouge of Warren! 
« See thoſe: red lips, oh la! they are ſo nice ! 
« What roſy cheeks then, Couſin, to entice |—— 
6 Compar'd to this, all other heads are carrion.— 


« Couſin, this limner quickly will be ſeen 

« Paintivg the Princeſs Royal, and the Queen: 
% Pray, don't you think as I do, Coz ? 

« But we'll be painted firſt, that's por. 


Such was the very pretty converſation. 
That paſs'd between the pretty miſſes, 
Whilſt unobſerv'd, the glory of our nation, 
Cloſe by them bung Sir JosHvA's matchleſs pieces 
Works! that a TI TIAx's hand could form alone — 
Works! that a REuBENs had been proud to own. 


Permit me, Ladies, now to lay before ye | 
What happen'd lately—therefore a true ſtory. 
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A STORY. 


PETER PIN DAR, ESQ. = 


” 
STORY. 


WALKING one afternoon along the Strand, 
My wond' ring eyes did ſuddenly expand 
Upon a pretty leaſh of country laſſes.— 
% Heav'ns! my dear beauteous angels, how d'ye do? 
« Upon my ſoul, I'm monſtrous. glad to ſee ye. 
« Swinge! PuTER, we are glad to meet with you : 
+ We're juſt to London come—well, pray how be Fes 


« We're juſt a going, while tis light, 

* To ſee St. Paul's before *tis dark. —— 
Lord! come, for once, be ſo pn 
66 And condeſeend to be our ſpark.” 


« With all my heart, my angels.“ On we walk"; 
And much ofsLondon—much of Cornwall talk' d:? 
Now did I hug myſelf to think | 
How much that glorious ſtructure would 3 
How from its aweful grandeur they would ſhrink 


With open mouths and marv'ling eyes! 


As near to Ludgate-Hill we drew, 

St. PauL's.juft op'ning on our view; 
Behold ! my lovely ſtrangers, one and all, 
Gave, all at once, a diabolic ſquawl, 
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As if they had been tumbled on the ſtones, 
And ſome confounded cart had cruſh'd their bones. 


After well fright'ning people with their cries, 
And fticking to a ribbon-ſhop their eyes 
They all ruſh'd in, with ſounds enough to flun——— 
And clattering all together, thus begun : 


% Swinge ! here are colours, then, to pleaſe ! 
« Delightful things, I vow to Heav' n! 

& Why, not to ſee ſuch things as theſe, 
% We never ſhould have been forgiv'n ! 


0 fs, here are clever things—good Lord! 
« And, Sifter, here, upon my word | 
“ Flere, here !—look |! here are beauties to delight ; 
„ Why how a body's heels might dance 
«& Along from Launceſton to Penzance, 
| V6 Before that one * meet with ſuch a ſight ! jp 


cc Come, Ladies, * twill be dark,” ery'd I, I fear; 

& Pray let us view St. Paul's, it is ſo near.” 
„Lord! PETER (cry'd the girls) don't mind St. 

4% Sure, you're a molt incurious ſoul— [PAUL 

6 Why, we can fee the church another day, 

6 Don't 1 afraid St. PavL's can't run away.” 


FL: 
IF e er thy boſom felt a thought ſublime, 
Drop tears of pity with the man of rhyme ! 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 


O P 1E 


PETER DISCLAIMETH PLATTERY——DESCRIBETH THE GRAND 


MONARQUE—AND PROMISETH CRITICAL CANDOUR. 


"Fig very true, that Aattery' s not my fort—— 
I cannot to ſtupidity pay court, | 

And ſwear a face lool ſenſe (the picture allies) 
That boaſts no more expreſf ron than a muffin. 


And yet, a Pen can do this, 7 | ? 
And think he doth not act amiſs ; 5 : 
Although he tells a moſt confounded lie — 
KING Lovrs leads me into this remarks 
Call'd by his people all, LE GRAND Mox ARGE 
A demi: god in every Frenchman's eye. | 


His portrait by ſome famous hand was done, 

And then exhibited at the Salaon- 

At once a courtly critic criticiſes — 

„Where is the brilliant eye, the charming grace, 
«© The ſenſe profound that marks the royal face— 

“ The. ſoul of Louis, that ſo very wiſe ts Pr 


YE 


Vet when he bawld for ſenſe, he bawl' d, I wot, 
For furniture the head had never got. 
Reader, believe me, that this Gentleman 
Was form'd on Nature's 1 homely plan. 
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Clumſy in legs and ſhoulders, head and gullet, 
, His mouth abroad in ſeeming wonder loſt, 
"As if its meaning had giv'n up the ghoſt ; 

His eye far duller than a leaden bullet; 
Nature ſo flighting the poor royal nob, 

As if ſhe bargain'd for it by the job. 


Therefore, ſhould mighty G „ or great Loxp 
Both gentlefulks of high condition, [NoRTH, 

Think it worth while to ſend their faces forth, 

To ſtare amid the Royar ExtiziTION— 


If likeneſſes, I'll not condemn the pictures, 
To compliment thoſe mighty people's polls 
I ſcorn to paſs unfair and cruel ſtrictures, 


By aſking for the Graces, or their fouls. 


PETER PRAISETH MR. STUBBS, AND ADMINISTERETH WHOL Be 
SOME ADVICE — SURPRISETH MR. HONE WITH A con- 


PLIMEM T—CONCLUDETH WITH SUSPEC TING THE INGRA® 
TITUDE OF THE ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 


W ELL-PLEAS', thy horſes, Stubbs, I view, 
And eke thy dogs, to nature true: 
Let modern artiſts match thee if they can 


Such 
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Such animals thy genius ſuit——_ 
Then ſtick, I beg thee, to the brute, 


And meddle not with woman, nor with man. 


And now for Mr. Nathan Hon. 
In portrait thou'rt as much alone, 


As in his landſcape ſtand th' unrivaPd Ch 


Of pictures J have ſeen enough. 
Moſt vile, moſt execrable ſtuff! 


But none ſo bad as thine, I vow to God. 


Thus in the cauſe of painting loyal, 
Sublime I've ſung to artiſts royal - 


With labour-pains the muſe hath fore been torn! 


And yet each academic face, 


I fear me, hath not got the grace | | 
To ſmile upon the bantling, now *tis born. | "nn 
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MORE 
LYRIC ODEs, 
FOR THE YEAR. 


IE: Þ 
PETER PUFFS AWAY——DISPLAYS HIS LEARNING—PRAISES ; 
THE REVIEWERS—DESCRIBES HIMSELF. MOST PATHETI- 
CALLY-=CONSOLES HIMSELF—DISLIKES THE ROAD TO 
THE TEMPLE OF FAME BY MEANS OF A PISTOL, POISON) 
OR A - ROPE=ADDRESSES GREAT FOLKS — GIVES THE 
KING A BROAD HINT—ASKS A QUEER. QV ESTION=—MAKES 
AS QUEER AN APOSTROPHE TO GENIUS, 


Sons of the bruſh, I'm here again! 
At times a Pindar, and Fontaine, 
Caſting poctic pearl (I fear) to ſwine! 
For hang me, if my laſt year's Odes 
Paid rent for lodgings * near the gods, 
Or put one ſprat into this mouth divine, 
jj e. The garret. 15 
For 


of 


| Red as cock- turkies, plump as barn-door chicken: 
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For odes, my Couſin hath rump-ſteaks to eat! 

So ſays Pauſanias—loads of dainty meat! 
And this, the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit: 

. The beſt hiſtorians, one and all, dechre, : 

With the molt ſolemn air, | | 
The poet might have guttled till he ſplit. 


How 8 far, alas! my worſhip's fate 
To ſoothe the horrors of an empty plate, | | 


The grave poſſeſſors * of the critic throne, 


Gave me, in truth, a pretty treat 
Of flattery, mind me, not of meat ; 
Fe or they, poor ſouls, like me, are ſkin and bone. 


No, no! Tk all my wt pow rs, 
Im not like Mr s. Cos war's + Hours, 


Merit and I are miſerably off 
We both have got a moſt conſumptive 4 
Hunger hath long our harmleſs bones been picking, 


Merit and I, fo innocent, to good, 
Are like the little children in the wood 


And ſoon, like them, ſhall lay us down SA; i 


* Sec the Reviews ſor the laſt year. 

+ A ſublime picture this! The expreſſion is truly Homerical.— 
Ihe fair artiſt hath, in the moſt ſurpriſing manner, communi» 
cated to canvaſs the old Bard's idea of the Brandy-fac'd Bou. 
See the Illiad. 
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Nothing their kind civilities can hinder 
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May ſome good Chriſtian Bard, in pity ſtrong, 
Turn red-breaſt kind, and with the ſweeteſt ſong 
Bewail our hapleſs fate with wat ry eye! 


Poor Chatterton was ſtarv'd— with all his art! 
Some conſolation this to my lean art 
Like him, in holes too, ſpider-like, 1 mope; 
And there my rev'rence may remain, alas! 
The world will not diſcover it, the aſs! 


Until I ferape acquaintance with a rope. 


Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like bees; 
Then each my pow'rs with adoration ſees— 


"pigs like an Otho, I am found ; 
Like Jacob's ſons, they'll look one t'other round, 


Ad crys © Who would have LOT this a young 


& P;jndar ??? 


Hanging's a diſmal road to fame 
Piſtols and poiſon juſt the ſame- | — 
And, what is worſe, one can't come ek again— 
Soon as the beauteous gem we and, 
We can't diſplay it to mankind, 
Tho? won with ſuch wry mouths and wr igling p pain. 


Ve Lords wad Dukes ſo le, fin; 
(For you have much to give away, 


And much Tous genlte N I lack 7” 
Speak, 


— ———— 
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Speak, is it not a crying fin, 
That Folly's guts are to his chin, 
Whilſt e are flunk a mile into my back ? 


Oft as his facred Majeſty J ſee, 
Ah! George, (I figh,) thou haſt good things with 
Would make me ſportive as a youthful cat; {thee, 
It is not that my ſoul ſo loyal ; 
Would wiſh to wed the Princeſs Royal, 
Or be Archbiſhop—oo ! ! I'm not for that. 


Nor really have I got the grace, 

To with for laureat Whitehead's place; 
Whoſe Odes Cibberian—ſweet, yet very manly, 
Are ſet with equal ſtrength by Mr. Stanley. | 


Would not-one ſwear, that Heav'n lov'd fools, 
There's ſuch a number of them made? 

Bum-proof to all the flogging of the ſchook— 
No ray of knowledge could their ſeulls pervade: 

Yet, take a peep into thoſe fellows? breeches, 


We ſtare like congers, to obſerve the riches. 


O Genius! what a wretch art thou, 

That canſt not keep a mare nor cow, 

With all thy compliments of wit ſo friſey! 
Whilit Folly, as a mill-horſe blind, 

Beſide his compter gold can find, 

And Lots Port a Arumpet and a * ily. 
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ODE 36 
PETER BEGINS TO CRITICISE=—ADDRESSES THE BRITISH RA- 
PHAEL=——PROMISES MR. WEST GREAT THINGS, AND, LIKE 
GREAT FOLKS, BREAKS HIS WORD=—LAUGHS AT THE TI 
GURE OF KING CHARLES—L ASHES THAT OF OLIVER CROM-_ 
WELL—AND RIDICULES THE PICTURE OF PETER AND 
JOHN RUNNING TO THE SEPULCHRE — UNDERSTANDS 
PLAIN-WORK, AND JUSTLY CONDEMNS THE SHOR TNESS OF 
THE SKIRTS OF MR, WEST'S ANGELS——CONCLUDES WITH 
MAKING THAT ARTIST A HANDSOME OFFER OF AN AME- 


RICAN IMMORTALITY. 


: N OW for my criticiſm on paints, 
Where bull-dogs, heroes, ſinners, ſaints, 
Flames, thunder, lightning, in confuſion meet 
Behold the works of Mr. WES. | 
That artiſt firſt ſhall be addreſt— 


His pencil with due rev'rence I greet—— 5 


Still bleeding from his laſt year's wound, 
Which from my doughty lance he found; 
Methinks J hear the trembling painter bawl, 
«-Why doſt thou perſecute me Saul?“ 


Meſ, let me whiſper in thy ear 
Snug as a thief within a mill, 

From me thou haſt no cauſe to fear: 

To panegyric will I turn my {kill ; 

; 8 And 
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And if thy pifure I am forc'd to blame, 
Pll ſay moſt handſome things about the frame. 


Don't be caſt down—inſtead of call, 
Molaſſes from my pen ſhall fall: 
And yet I fear thy gullet it is ſuch, _ 
That could I pour all Niagara down, 
Were Niagara praiſe, thou wouldſt not frown, 


Nor think the thund'ring gulph one . too muck , 


Ye gods ! the portrait of the king ! 

A very Saracen I a glorious thing .,. 
It ſhews a flaming pencil, let me tell ye 

Methinks I ſee the people ſtare, 


And, anxious for his life, declare, 


ox Ws, George | hath got a fire-hip in his vel.” — 


Thy Charles! What muſt I ſay to that? 1 


Each face unmeaning, and fo flat! 


| Indeed, firſt couſin to a piece of board 


But, Muſe, we've promis'd in our lays, 
To give our Tanłey painter praiſe, 
So, Madam, tis but fair to Keep our word. 
Well, then, the Charles of Mr. WWe/t, 


And Oliver, I do proteſt, 5 
9 eke the witneſſes of reſurre lion * 


Peter and * 
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Will ſtop a hole, keep out the wind, 
And make a properer window-blind, 


Than great Coreggio's *, us'd for horſe protection. 


They Il make good floor-cloths, taylor's: meaſures, 
For table coverings be treaſures, - 

With butchers, form for flies, moſt charming flappers 5 
And Monday mornings at the tub, 

When queens of ſuds their linen ferub, | 

Bax for the bone nous nymphs * wrappers. | 


#£40 
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Weſt, I forget laſt year to fay, - 
Thy angels did my delicacy hurt ; 
Their linen ſo much coarſeneſs did diſplay : 
What's worſe, each had not above half a ſhirt. 
I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of ſpiders, 
| Ought to have deck'd that brace of heav'nly riders. 


Could not their ſaddle-bags, pray, jump, 
To ſomewhat longer for each rump? 
Fe buy mueb better at a Wapping ſhop, 
By vulgar tongues baptiz'd a flop! ” 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 
And thou halt cut a figure in my rhyme 2 
Correggio's beſt pictures were actually made uſe of in the 
royal ſtables in the North, to keep the wind from the tails of 
the horſes, 15 


Sublimelr | 
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Sublimely tow'ring *midſt th Atlantic roar, 
I'll waft thy praiſes to thy native ſhore * 
Where Literty's brave ſons their Pœans ſing, 
Aud OE ſcoundrel convict is a es 


ba America. 


ODE II. 


Tux POET ADDRESSES MR. GAINSBOROUGH—SHEWS GREAT 
SCRIPTURE ERUDITION=—=CONDEMNS MR. GAINSBOROUGH'S 


| PLAGIARISM=—GIVES THE ARTIST, WHOL ESOME ADI 


PRAISES THE CORNISH BOY=—AND- SAYS FINE THINGS ro 
JACKSON, | 


N OW, Gainſborough, let me view thy ſhining labourss 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne, 
On other bruſhmen look'ſt contemptuous down, 


Like our great admirals on a gang of ſwabbers. 


My eyes, broad ſtaring wonder, leads 
To yon dear neſt of royal heads f: 
How each the ſoul of my attention pulls! 
| Suppoſe, my friend, thou giv'ſt the frame 
A pretty little Bible name, 
And call it it Golgotha, the Place of Seculls ? 


"4 A frame full of heads, in moſt 2 imitation of the royal 
family. 


Say, 
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They tell thee, genius in it hath no ſhare, 
But that thou foully ſtol'ſt the curs from Snyders, 


But, 2 | 
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Say, didſt thou really paint them ? (to be free) 
And angel finiſh'd Luke's tranſcendant line 
Perchance that civil angel was with thee 


For, let me hs if I think them thine. 


| Thy 3 * are good bat yet, to make BY ſtare, 
The piece has gain'd a number of deriders 


N 
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I do not blame thy borrowing hint, 
For, to be plain, there's nothing in't 
The man who ſcorns to do it, is a log: 
An eye, an ear, a tail, a noſe, 
Were modeſty, one might ſuppoſe; 
de! thou muſt not ſmug 8e the md ole dag. 


0 Gainſborough ! Nature *plaineth ſore, 

That thou haſt kick'd her out of door, 
Who in her bounteous gifts hath been ſo free, 
To cull ſuch genius out for thee—— 

Lo! all thy efforts without her are vain ! 

Go find her, kiſs hen and be friends again. 


Speak, Muſe, —_ form'd that matchleſs head? 2 | 
The Corniſh Boy +, in tin-mines bred; E 


T.A dee of boys _—_ _—_ to _ 
+ OPIE, : 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe native genius, like his diamonds, ſhone _ 
In ſecret, till chance gave him to the .? 

"Tis Fack/on's portrait—put the laurel on it, 
Whilſt to that tuneful ſwan I pour a ſonnet, 


Eb Mean ER 
n r 
n . Eee 
* . N W 5 
. EA E 
N * 7 
ö 5 


Ne 


97 8 


3 
„ 
n 
IF 


ö 

85 ? n 
ie! . A 
{ LR * $2 Ch 


So 
| 10 . 
[FA CES OM 
| or | 
EXETER, 


AX 


ENCHANTING harmoniſt ! the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air, 
That ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine, 
Soothing the wounded boſom of Deſpair ! 


O ſay, what minſtrel of the ſky hath givn 
To ſwell the dirge, ſo muſically lorn? © 
Declare, hath Dove-ey'd Pity left her heav'n, 
Aud lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn? 


So ſad—thy ſongs of hopeleſs hearts complain, 
Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly; "I 

He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, | WF - | 
And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter ſigh. 
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ODE 


To make ſo plain an application out- | 
There's many a painting puppy, take my word, 
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DUTT V;, 
THE GREAT PETER, BY A BOLD PINDARIC JUMP, LEAPS 
FROM SONNET T0 GULL CATCHINC. 


Rraprx, doſt know the mode of catching gulls? 
Tf not, I will inform thee:— Take a ard, 
And place a fiſh upon it for the touls—— 
A ſprat, or any fiih by gulls ador'd : 


Thoſe birds, who love a lofty flight, 
And ſometimes bid the ſun good - night; 
Spying the glittering bait that floats below; 
Sans cërë monie, down they ruſh, . 
(For gulls have got no manners, ) on they puſh, 


And what's the pretty conſequence, I trow ? 


They ſtrike their gentle jobbernols of lead, 
Plump on the board then lie like boobies dead. 


Reader, thou need'ſt not beat thy brains about, 


Who knocks his ſilly head againſt a board | 
That might have help'd the ſtate made a good Fr 


A night-man, or a tolerable 9 
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OE ME 
PETER DISCOVERS MORE SCRIPTURAL ERUDITION—GROWS 
SARCASTIC ON THE EXHIBITION=—GIVES A WONDERFUL 
ACCOUNT or sr. DENNIS—BLUSHES FOR THE HONOUR OP 


HS couNTRT— TALES SENSIBLY OF THE DUC DE CHAR=- 
RES AND THE FRENCH KING. | : 


0 FIND me in Sodom out,“ (exclaim'd the Lord,) 


Ten gentlemen, the place ſha'n't be un-town'd—. 


4% That is, 1 will not burn it ev'ry board.“ 
The dev'l a gentleman was to be found! 
But this was rather hard, ſince Heav'n well knew 


That ev'ry fellow 1 in it was a Few. 


This houſe is nearly in the ſame condition 
Scarce are good things amid thoſe wide abodes 


Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition, 7 


That ought not to be d—n'd, Il burn my Odes ! 
And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 
Juſt as it was for Poor Lord Henn, s PAPAS * 


St. Dennis, when his 33 was taken off, 
Hugg'd it, and kiſs'd it, carried it a mile 


This was a pleaſant miracle enough, 


That maketh many an unbeliever ſmile, 


* To the irreparable loſs of the public, and that great law 


expounder, burnt ! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious 
conflagration.— The newſpapers howled for months over their 


aſhes.— Obe j am ſertis eft, 
66 blood! 
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4 Sblood! tis a lie !”? you roar Pray do not ſwear, 
You may believe the wond'rons tale, indeed ! 

Speak, hav'n't you ſaid that many a picture here, 
Was really done by folks without a head ? 

And hav'n't you ſworn this inſtant, with ſurpriſe, 

That he who did that thing had neither hands nor eyes? 


How is it that ſuch miſerable ſtuff 

The walls of this ſtupendous building Sl ? 
The Council's ears with pleaſure I could cuff ; 
Mind me don't ſay, batter out their brains. 
What will Duke Chartres ſay when he goes home, 
And tells King * all about the room? 


Why, viewing ſuch a ſet of red-hot Heats, 
Our exhibition he will liken Hell to; 
Then to the Monarch, who both writes and reads, 
Give hand-bills of the wond'rous Katterfelto * 
Swearing th' academy was all ſo flat, 
He'd rather ſee the wvizard and his cat. 


* An ignorant and impudent German mountebank, who jug» 
gled the town out of ſome thouſands, by his bocus pocus tricks, 
contemporary with the famous Dr. Gr—h—m, of Pall-Mall. 
He amuſed the town for a long time with the wonderful virtues 
of his great black TOM CAT, 
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ODE VIL 1 

THE BRITISH PETER ELEGANTLY AND HAPPILY Dries 1.7 


HIS GREAT COUSIN OF TREBES —xrTALEkS OF FAME, 
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HORSE=WHIPS THE PAINTERS, FOR TURNING THEIR OWN 


be” 


TRUMPETERS. 


A Defultory way of writin g; 

A hop and ſtep and jump mode of indicting, 

My great and wiſe relation, Pindar, boaſted: 

i Or, (for I love the bard to flatter) „ 

By jerks, like boar-pigs making water, 
Whatever firſt came in his ſconce, — 
Bounce, out it flew, like bottl'd ale, at once, 

A cock, a bull, a whale, a ſoldier roaſted. 


What ſharks we mortals are for fame ! 
How, poacher-like, we hunt the game ! 
No matter, for it, how we play the fool— 
And yet, tis pleaſing our own laud to hear, 
And really, very natural to prefer 
One grain of praiſe to pounds of ridicule. 


{'ve loſt all patience with the trade | 
I mean the painters—who can't ftay 
Io ſee their works by criticiſm diſplay'd, 
And hear what others have to ſay; 
„„ e 1 
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But calling Fame a vile old lazy ſtrumpet, 
Sound their own praiſe from their own * penny trumpet. 


Amidſt the hurly-burly of my brain, | 

F Where the mad lyric muſe, with pain, 

; Hfammering hard verſe her fill employs, 
Y And beats a tin-man's ſhop 1n noiſe ; 
Catching wild tropes and fimiles, 
That hop about like ſwarms of fleas— 3 
We've loft Sir Jos uA Ah! ! that charming elf, . 3 


I'm griev'd to ſay, hath this year loſt Yi, ofelf. © 
Oh! Rithard thy * It Gore ſo brave, 3 
Wiſdom and Prudence could not fave _ I 

From being foully murder'd, my good friend 4 


Some weep to ſee the woeful figure, 
Whilſt others laugh, and many inigger, 
As if tl heir mirth would never have an end. 


Prithee accept th' advice I give ith loro 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow, 
To guard thy own poor corpie—don't be a mule 
Take it—ev'n now thou'rt like a hedge-hog quil”d, 

Richard, J hope in God thou art not 4i/Pd, ) 
By the dire ſhafts of 8 Js 1 7 5255 


At che beginning of the exhibition, the Hes papers 
ſwarmed with thoſe ſelt {-edulators, | 


+ See Mr. Coſway's pid ure of Prudence, Wiklom, and 
Valour, t St. George. 


Pity 


my 
AF 
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Pity it is! tis true 'tis pit y! 


As Shakſpeare lamentably ſays; 


That thou, in this obſerving city, 
Thus run'ſt a wh-r-ng after PRAISE: 

With frong defires I really think thee fraught g 

But, Diel, the nymph, ſo coy, will not be caught. 


* 


Yet, for thy conſolation, mind! 
In this thy wounded pride may refuge find 


Think of the /age who wanted a fine piece. 


Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaf, 
On Lais, a ſweet je de joie, to feaſt - 
The Mrs. Robinſon of Greece. 


Prithee give up, and fave the paints and oil, 
And don't whole acres of good canvaſs ſpoil : 
Thou'lt fay, „Lord! many hundreds do like me.” 
Lord! ſo have fellows rot A- nay, further, 
Hundreds of villains have committed muriber; 

But, Richard, are theſe precedents for thee 2 


0D £ VIII. 


PETER GROWS IRONICALLY FACETIOUS, 


Na- ATURE'S a . vile, daubing jade— | 
I've ſaid it often, and repeat it— 
She doth not underſtand ler trade 


Artiſts, ne'er mind her work, L hope you'll beat it. 
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But calling Fame a vile old lazy ſtrumpet, 
Sound their own praiſe from their own * Hr trumpet, 


Amidſt the hurly-burly of my brain, 

Where the mad lyric muſe, with pain, 
Hammering hard verſe her {kill employs, 

And beats a tin-man's ſhop in noiſe; 
Catching wild tropes and ſimiles, 

That hop about like ſwarms of fleas— 

We've /oft Sir Jos nuA-Ah! that charming elf, 

I'm griev'd to ſay, hath this year loſt humnſelfe - 


Oh! Richard, thy + St. George fo brave, 
Wiſdom and Prudence could not ſave 
From being foully murder'd, my good friend; 
Some weep to ſee the woeful figure, 
Whilſt others laugh, and many inigger, 
As if t heir mirth would never have an end. 


Prithee accept th” advice 1 give with forrow=— 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow, 
To guard thy own poor corpſe don't be a mule 
Take it ev'n now thou'rt like a hedge-hog guild, 
Ricbard, T hope in God thou art not Liu 
By the dire ſhafts-of 1 ridicule. 


At the „ of the exhibition, the papers 
ſwarmed with thoſe ſelf-adulators. 


+ See Mr, Coſway's pid ure of Prudence, Wiſdom, and 
Valour, ming St. Gcorge. 
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Pity it is! 'tis true 'tis pity! 
As Shakſpeare lamentably ſays ; 
That thou, in this obſerving city, 


Thus run'ſt a wh-r-ng after PRAISE: 2 


With ſtrong deſires I really think thee f. aught; 
But, Dick, the nymph, fo coy, will not be caught. 


Ve for thy ede mad 
In this thy wounded pride may refuge find 
Think of the /age who wanted a fine piece - 
Who went, vain, five hundred miles at leaſt, 
On Lais, a ſweet fille de joie, to fealt— 
The Mrs, Robinſon of Greece. 


Prithee give up, and fave the paints and oil, 
And don't whole acres of good canvaſs ſpoil: 
Thou'lt ſay, „Lord! many hundreds do like me.“ 
Lord! ſo have fellows rol/'4—nay, further, 
Hundreds of villains have committed murther ; 

But, Richard, are theſe precedents for thee 2 


ODE VIIL 
- 8 PETER GRCWS IRONICALLY FACETIOUS, 


N ATURE'S a —_ vile, PETS jade — 5 
I've ſaid it often, and repeat it 


She doth not underſtand her trade 


N ne' er mind her work, I hope you Il Beat it. 
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Look now, for Heav'n's ſake at 5 ſkies ! 1 
What are they: — Smoke, for certainty, I know; 
From chimney-tops, behold ! they riſe, 
Made by ſome ſweating coeks below, 


Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes 
From hogs, and ducks, and geeſe, and horſes' bums— 
Then tell me, Decency, I muſt requeſt, 
Who'd copy ſuch a dev'liſh naſty eat? 


Paint by the yard —your canvaſs ſpread, - 
Broad as the main - ſail of a man of war : = 
Your whale ſhall cat up ev'ry other head, 
Ev'n as the fun. licks up each ſneaking ſtar ! 


I 1 aſſure you, Lult is no bad trick— 
By bulky things both men and maids are taken— 
M.ind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, 
And make your picture look as red as bacon. 
All folks love fize; believe my rhyme, 
Barke ſays, *tis part of the ſublime. 


A en I forget his name,. — Yan Sun 
Van Slelberchops, Van Stink, Lan Swab, 

No matter, though I cannot make it out. 
At calling names J never was a dab. 


his Dutchman, then, a man of taſte, 
Holding a cheeſe that weigh'd a hundred pound, 
Thus, like a burgomaſter, ſpoke with j idgment /, 
66 No poet like my broder Gu de grouns : . 
© , ol 
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« He be de beſteſt poet, look! 
4 Dat all de vorld mult pleaſe ; 
| “ Vor he heb vrite von book, 
& 80 lig as all dis cherſe 1” 


If at a & aner you would paint a pig, 
Make out each fingle briſtle on his back ; 
Or if your meaner ſubje& be a wig, 1 
Let not the caxon a diſtinaneſs lack; | 
_ Elſe, all the lady critics will {fo PEO 
And, angry vow, ©* *Tis not a bit like hair !” 


Be ſmooth as 5 DENNER, baiſh highs 


Then every tongue commends— 


For people judge not only by the eye, 
But feel your merit by their finger ends: 
Nay! cloſely g, o'er the picture dwell ? 
As if to try the goodneſs by the ſmell. - _.. 


Claude” s dillences. are too confus? d— c 0 
One floating ſcene nothing made out 

For which he ought to be abus'd, 
Whole works have been ſo cried about. 
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Gwe me the pencil, wil amazing ſtyle 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty mile; 

And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will bring, 
With ev'ry feather of his tail and wing. 
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Make all your trees alike, for Nature's wild— 
Fond of variety, a wayward child _ 
VV 1 N Ta 
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To blame your taſte ſome block- heads may preſume ; ; 
But, mind, that ev'ry one be like a broom. 

Of ſteel and pureſt ſilver form your waters, 

And make your clouds like rocks and aligators. 


Whene'er you paint the moon, if you are willing 
To gain applauſe—why, paint her like a ſhilling : 5 
Or SOL's bright orb be ſure to make him glow _ 
| Preciſely like a guinea, or a“ Jo. 3 
In ſhort, to get your pictures prais'd and ſold, 8 
Convert, like Midas, ev'ry thing to gold. , 


I ſee, at excellence you'll come at laſt— 
' Your clouds are made of very brillant ſtuff ; 
The blues on China mugs are now furpaſs d. 
Four ſun-ſets yie not to brick-walls, nor buff. 


In ſtumps of trees your art ſo finely thrives, 
They really look like golden-hafted knives ! 
Go on, my lads leave Nature's diſmal hue, 
And ſhe, ere long, will come and copy you. 
ODE IX. 


THE SUBLIME PETER CONCLUDES IN A SWEAT. 


—— 


«Favs have I Gnidb'd, for this time, 

My Odes, a little wild and rambling— 

May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme ! 
J long to ſee them ſcrambling— _ 


4A Portugueſe Johannes, 


Then 


Then very ſoon I'll give them more (God win 
But this is full ſufficient for a * /billing. 


Gaping for praiſe, like a young crow for meat 


Better be M d, than mention'd not at all! 


PETER PINDARy nun. „„ 


* „ 


For ſuch a trifle, ſuch a heap! 

Indeed, I ſell my goods too cheap. 
Finiſi'd a diſappointed artiſt cries, | 
With open mouth and ftraining eyes; 


« Lord! why, you have not mention d me”? 
Mention thee! | 


Thy impudence hath put me in a 1 | p 
What rage for fame attends both great and ſmall f 
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Since raiſed to eighteen-pence, with additions, 
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Always with ſenſe and tropes as plum- cake rich; 
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SOME MORE 


LYRIC ODE S, 


FOR THE YEAR 


1785. 


O D E I. 

THE DIVINE PETER GIVETH AN ACCOUNT OF A CONFERENCE 
HE HELD LAST YEAR WITH SATIRE, WHO ADVISED HIM To 

ATTACK SOME or THE R. A.'S, TO TEAR MR. WEST'S WORKS 
TO PIECES, ABUSE MR, GAINSBOROUGH, FALL FOUL oF 
MRS. COSWAY'S SAMPSON, AND GIVE A GENTLE STROKE 
ON THE BACK OF MR, RIGAUD —THE POET'S GENTLE 
ANSWER TO SATIRE—THE ODE OF REMONSTRANCE THAT 
PETER RECEIVED AN ACCOUNT OF 118 LYRICS—SATIRE'S 

| REPLY —PETER'S RESOLUTION, 


” Ne OT, not this year the lyric Peter ſings— 
The great R. A. 's have wiſh'd my ſong to ceaſe; : 
„J will not pluck a feather from your wings, 
« 80, ſons of canvaſs! take your naps in peace.“ 


Such was my laſt year's gracious ſpeech, 


Sweet as the Kings to Commons and to Peers, 


A. luſcious banquet for his people's cars ! 
4 1 « Not 


Not write!“ cry'd Satire, red as fire with rage, 


* 


9 | | 
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« This inftant glorious war with dulneſs wage; 


„Take, take my ſupple-jack, | | 4 10 
% Play St. Bartholomew with many a bac! 45 
« Flay half the academic imps alive! 9 
„Smoke, ſmoke the drones of that ſtupendous hive. ] | + | 'Y 


% Begin with George's idol, Weſt; 
« And then proceed in order with the reſt : . 
This moment knock me down his Mafter Moſes*, | 1 
„On Sinai's Mountain, where his noſe „ 1 
Cock 'd up fo pertly plump againſt the © Lords: | 
OM Upon my word, | ll 
„With all that eaſe to Him who rules a Se | i 
«© As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.” | 
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Indeed,“ quoth I, “ the piece hath points of merit, | | 1 
© Though not poſſeſs d throughout of equal ſpirit.” | 


« What! ” anſwered Satire, “not knock Moſes down? 

O ſtupid Peter! what the devil mean ye? 

6c He looks a poor pert barber of the town, 2 + 
«© With paperfign-board out,—* Shave for a penny. 115 


« Obſerve the pit” ous Iſraelite once more _ 
„ Wears he the countenance that ſhould adore ? 

« No! tis a ſon of lather,—a rank prig; 1 
„Who, 'ſtead of fetching the moſt ſacred laws 


„% With ſalen Looks, and reverential AWE, | = 
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Seems pertly tripping up to fetch a WIG. 2 
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3 ah Moſes receiving the Law on Mount Sinai. 
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With all her thunder bid the Muſe 

« Fall furious on the group of Jews, 

Whoſe ſhoulders are adorn'd with Chriſian faces; 
« For by each phiz, (I ſpeak without a gibe, ) 
« There's not an Iſraclite in all the tribe. — 
Not that they are encumber'd by the GRACES. © 


4 Strike off the head of Jeremiah > 
« And break the bones of old Iſaiah + ; 
„ Down with the duck-wing'd angels t, that abreaſt. 
Stretch from a thing called cloud, and, by their 
& Wear more the viſage of young rooks [looks, 
« Cawing for victuals from their neſt. > 
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« Deal Gainſborough a laſh, for pride ſo ſtiff, 

«© Who robs us of ſuch pleaſure for a miff:. 

« Whoſe pencil, when he chuſes, can be chaſte, 

1 Give Nature's form, and pleaſe the eye of TASTE. 


« Of cuts on Sampſon $ don't be ſparing, 
« Between two garden-rollers ftaring, 
« Shown by the lovely Dalilah foul play! 
1 To atoms tear that || Frenchman's traſh, 
Then bountifully deal the lan 
« On ſuch as dar d to dub him an R. A.“ 


A picture by Weſt. | 
+ Another picture by Weſt. 
'4$1n the Apotheoſis, a picture by Weſt. 
8 A picduie by Mrs, Coſway.. 

} Rigaud. 


* 


- 


: Thu 


5 * 4 4 7 7 A 2000 42 » A r A 4 1 48 
N 3 -f ð ͤ . ˙elæ! MEER ee e 
r „ Wi &5 EO WEL EE Rag a Bi" ; 2 y e 
3 EO MPI PHRIND 7 20 Ihe 27777 RENE Pe it Eo 25 on rey 
EN VS) EO POW SO reg Dt DE c Does Ne EO En LEI 2, „C 


* 


PETER PIN DAR, sg. 


= 


Thus Satire to the gentle poet cry'd— 


Aud thus, with lamb-like ſweetneſs, I reply'd :;— 


e Dear Satire! pray conſult my life and eaſe 
© Were I to write whatever you defire, 
« The fat would all be fairly in the fire,— 
% R. A.*s ſurround me like a ſwarm of bees, 
% Or like a flock of ſmall birds round a fowl 
«6 Of ſolemn ſpeculation, call d an OWL.” 


Quoth I,“ O Satire, I'm a fimple youth, 


« Muft make my fortune, therefore not ſpeak truth, 


Although as ſterling as the Holy Bible, 

Truth makes it (Mansfield fays) the more a libel ; 
„ I-ſhall not fleep in peace within my hutch ; 
« Like Doctor Johnſon *, T have wrote TOO Muck.“ 


When Mount Veſuvius + pour'd his flames, 
And frighten'd all the Naples dames, 
What did the ladies of the city do? 
Why, order'd a fat cardinal to go 
With good St. Januarius's head, | 
And ſhake it at the MmouxTAIN, midſt his riot, 

* The ſtory goes, that Sam, before his political converſion, 
replicd to his preſent Majeſty, in the library at Buckingham- 
houſe, on being aſked by the Monarch, „Why he did not 
« write more?“ Pleaſe your Majeſty, I have witten 00 


much.“ So candid a declaration, of which the ſturdy moraliſt 


did not believe one ſyllable, e aa a penſion, 1 a 


muzzle. 
+ See Sir William Hamuton' 's account. - 
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To = to wie the Bully quiet: | 

The parſon went, and ſhook the jowl, aud fed; 
Snug was the word—the flames at once kept houſe, 
The frighten'd mount was mute as any mouſe. 


Thus, thould Lord Mansfield from his euch agree 

To ſhake his hon mane: like wig at me, 

And bid his grim-look'd myrmidons aſſail.— = 

With heads Meduſan, and with hearts of bone; [| 

Who, if they did not turn me into Acne, | 
Might turn my limbs, fo gs, into jail. 
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Read, read this Ode, juſt come to hand, 
Giving the muſe to underſtand 

That cruelty and ſcandal ſwell her ſong, 

And oy” twere better far the held "Bi tongue, 


T o 
PETER PINDAR, Es- 


A: THOUSAND frogs, upon a mer 3 day, 
Wer? ſporting 'midit the ſunny ray, 
In a large pool, reflecting every face 


They ſhew d their gold. lac d cloaths with pri ide, 
In harmleſs ſallies frequent vy'd, 


And gambold through the water with a grace. 


It happen'd that a band of boys, | 
Obſervant of their harmleſs joys, - 0 
5 Se Thoughtle%, 
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* Choughtleſs, reſolv'd to ſpoil their happy ſport; 
One frenzy ſeiz'd both GREAT and ſmall, 
On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall, 
| Meaning to /p/a/b them, not to do them hurt. 


As Milton quaintly ſings, * the ſtones gan pour, 
Indeed an Otaheite ſhow'r! 
The conſequence was dreadful, let me tell ye; 3 
Oxe's eye was beat out of his head 
| This limp'd away, that lay for dead, | 
I Here mourn'd a broken back, and there a belly” 


Amongſt the /milten, it was found, 
Their beauteous Queen receiv'd a wound 
The blow gave ev'ry heart a ſigh, 
And drew a tear from ev'ry eye zt= _ 
At length King CROAK got up, and thus begun— 
„My lads, you think this very pretty run! 


% Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops,— 
„ Have warmly complimented all our chops !— 
To you I gueſs that theſe are pleaſant fiones 
And fo they might be to us frogs, 
“% You d—n'd, young, good-for-nothing dogs, 
& But that they are ſo hard,—they break our bones.“ 
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| F=ris! thou mark'ſt the meaning of this fable— - 
So put thy Pegaſus into the ſtable ! | So 2. 4 N 
Nor wanton thus with cruel pride, | 1 
Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmleſs people ride. 
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To drop the metaphor,—the Fair *, 
Whoſe works thy muſe forbore to ſpare, 
Is bleſt with talents Z7vy muſt approve : 
And didſt thou know her heart, thou ſure wouldſt 
Fe bog PexD1T1ON catch the IDLE LAY !”  [fay— 
Then ſtrike thy lyre to 1NXOCENCE and LovE. 


% Poh! poh ! cried Satire, with a ſmile, 
Where is the glorious freedom of our iſle, 
& If not permitted to call names?” 
Methought the argument had weight - 
« Satire,” quoth I, you're very right 
So once more forth volcanic Peter flames! 
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THE POFT CORRECTETH THE MUsSE'Ss WARMTH, - WHO BE- 
GINNETH WITH LITTLE LESS THAN CALLING NAMES—— 
HINTETH AT $8OME ACADEMIC GIAN T $——AND CONCLU= 
DETH WITH A PAIR OP APT AND ELEGANT SIMILIES. 


by Tac. Rads and Bob- tails of the ſacred bruſh?” 
For Heav'ns fake, Muſe, be prudent :—Huſh ! huſh ! 


The great R. A.'s, ſo jealous of their fame, 
Will all declare, of them we make a game, 
And then, the Lord have mercy on our ſkins! 
1 Mrs. Coſway, _ | 
. Think 


The Ode with too much violence begins: Thuſn! 
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Think what a formidable phalanx, Muſe, 
Strethen'd by Meſſieurs Garvay and Rigaud, and Co, 
How dangerous ſuch a body to abuſe! 


Then there's among the academic crew, 
A MAN*, that made the preſident look blue; 
Brandiſh'd his weapon—with a whirlwind's forces, 


Tore by the roots his flouriſhing diſcourſes : 
And fwore his own ſweet Iriſh howl could pour I 
A half a dozen ſuch, in half an hour. N 


1 


Be prudent, Muſe !—once more I pray 


* 


In vain I preach ! th” advice is thrown away: 


Ev'n now you turn your noſe up with a ſneer, 
An cry—* Lord! Reynolds hath no cauſe to fear: 
When Barry dares the preſident to fly on, 


*Tis like a mouſe, that, work'd into a rage, 
Daring moſt dreadful war to wage, 
Nibbles the tail of the Nemzan lion. 


Or like a louſe, of mettle full, 
Nurs'd in ſome giant's ſkull— 
Becauſe Goliah ſcratch'd him as he fed, 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws, 
And gaping, grinning, formidable jaws, 
To carry off the GIANT'S HEAD! = 
| * Mr, Barry. 
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ODE III. 


TLEMAN Or CONSEQUENCE IN THE ELECTION OF R. A, Cw 
RE ACCUSETH THE KNIGHT OF A PARTIAL AND RIDI- #1 
CULOUS DISTRIBUTION OF THE ACADEMIC HONOURS S 3 


THREATENETH HIM e RRYMI—ADvISETR A RE® 
FORMATION. 


ON E minute, gentle irony, retire 9 
Behold! I'm graver than a muflard- rand |: 4 

The Muſe, with bile hot as fire, ; 
Could call fool, puppy, blockhead, and what not? 

As brother Horace has it tumet jecur j— 

Nor in her angry progrefs will I check her. 


I'm told, that Satan hath been long at work 
To bring th' academy into diſgrace ; 
Oh! may that member's b—ck—de feel his fork, 
Who dares to violate the facredplace ! 
Who dares the devil join 
In ſo nefarious a defign ? 
Yet, lo! what dolts the honours claim] 
J leave their works ta tell their name. 


Th' academy is like a microſcope 
For by the magnifying pow'r are ſeen 
Objects, that for attention ne er could hope; 
No more, alas! than if they ne'er had Leen. 
| 80 
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So rare a building, and fo grac'd 
With monuments of ancient taſte, 
| Statues and buſts, relievos and intaglios; 
For /uch poor things to watch the treaſure, 
Is laughable beyond all meaſure,— | 
'Tis juſt like eunuchs put to guard ſeraglios. 


Think not, Sir William, I'm in jeſt 

By Heav'n ! I will not let thee reſt: 
| Yet thou may' ſt bluſter like bull-beef ſo big; 
And of thy own importance full, 
Exclaim—“ Great cry and little evool ?? 


As Satan holla'd, when he ſhav'd the pig. 


Yes, thou ſhalt feel my tomahawk of ſatire, 

And find that /calping is a ſerious matter: 

Shock'd at th' abuſe, how rage inflames my veins { 
Who can help feearing, when ſuch wights he ſees 
Crept to th' academy by ways and means, 

Like mites and ſkippers in a Cheſhire cheeſe ? 


What beings wit the next year 8 choice diſcloſe, 
The academic liſt to grace? 

Some ſeelctons of art, I do 57 
That ought to bluſh to ſhow their face. 


Sir William! tremble at the muſe's tongue; 
Parnaſſus boaſts a formidable throng ! 
All people recollect poor Marſyas fate, 
Save ſuch as are dead, drunk, or faſt aſleep: 
17 Apollo 
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"Abetlo tied the e tan pate, 
And flay'd him as a butcher flays a ſheep : 8 

And why : — Lord! not as hiſtory rehearſes, 

Becauſe he ſcorn'd his piping,—but his verſes 
In vain, like a poor pillor'd punk he bawl'd, . 
And kick'd, and writh'd, and ſaid his pray? rs, and A 

Twas all in vain—the god purſu'd his ſport, [ſprawl'd; : 
And pull d his hide off. as you'd pull your ſhirt / 
Then bid not rage the Muſe's ſoul inflame, 


Whoſe thundering voice damnation makes or fame. 


You'll aſk me, perhaps, © Good Mafter Peter, pray 
What right have you to ſpeak ?”—then pertly 5 

F'll tell you, Sir My pocket help'd to pay Lſmile 2 
For building that expenſive pile, i 

A pile that credit to the nation gains, 

And does no honour to your worſhip's brains. 


It made a tax on candles and ſhoe-leather, 


Of monſtrous uſe in dirty weather: 

It alſo made a tax on butcher's ſhops, 

So ſpread its influence o'er poetic chops 5; 

A moſt alarming tax to ev'ry poet, 

Whofe poor lank ee ribs with ſorrow new i it. 


Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your a 


And don't chuſe coblers, blackſmiths, tinkers, tanners: 


Some people love the converſe of low folks, 
To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes 


Tho' h, midſt dulneſs, may'ſt be pleas'd to foine— 
Rxvnorps ſhall ne er fit cheek-by-jowl with SWINE. 
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THE POET AGAIN PAYETH HIS RESPECTS TO SIR WILLIAM 


CHOICE OP R. A. '$—ADVISE TH HIM TO KEEP COMPANY 
WITH PRUDENCE, WHOM HE DESCRIBETH MOST NATU= 
RALLY=—HE THREATENETH THE KNIGHT=—AND CONCL u- 


DETH WITH 'A BEAUTIFUL sIMIL E. 


TEE Muſe is in the fidgets can't fit Rilk— 
She muſt have t'other talk with you, Sir Will. 
Since her lat Ode, with ſorrow hath ſhe heard 
| You want not men with heav'nly genius bleſt, 
But with the title of R. A. conferr'd 5 
On ſuchas catch the bugs, and ſweep the ſpiders beſt, 
Waſh off the larger ſtatues beſt, the faces, 5 
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces : 
Scour beſt the ſkins of the young marble brats, 
Trap mice, and clear th” academy from rats. 


You look for men whoſe heads are rather tulbiſh, 
Or, drum like, better form'd for ſound than ſenſe. 
Pleas'd with the fine Arabian to diſpenſe, 

You want the big-bon 4 drayhorſe for Top rubbi on 


Raiſe not the Muſe's anger, I deſire; 
High-born, ſhe's hotter than the lightaing” 8 fre 
And proud! (believe the poet's word) | 
Proud as the lady of a new-made lord ; 
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CHAMBERS——COMPLAINETH OF HIS ILLIBERALITY IN HIS. 
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Whom Bars have /e/dom met with in their lives; 


But, Nimred, mind —-my Muſe is W#1PPER-IN ! 
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Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings dreſt, 
Fat Lady Mayoreſs at a city-feaſt ; | 
Whoſe ſpouſe makes wigs, or ſome ſuch glorious thing, 
Shoes, gloves, hats, night-caps, 8 for the King! 
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Prupexce, Sir William, is a jewel, — 

Is cloaths, and meat, and drink, and fuel! 

PrupeNcs ! for man the very beſt of wives, 

Which, certés, doth account for, in ſome meaſure, 

Their grievous want of worldly treaſure, : 

On which the greate/t blockheads make their brags 3 15 
And ſhoweth why we ſee, inſtead of lace, 
About the poet's back, with little grace, 

Thoſe fluttering French lile followers,—call'd racs. 


Paupencs ! a ſweet, obliging, curtſying laſs, 


Fit through this hypocritic world to paſs / 


Who kept at firſt a little peddling ſhop, 

Swept her own room, twirPd her own mop, 
Waſh'd her own ſmocks, caught her own fleas, 
And roſe to fame and fortune by degrees; 


Who, when ſhe enter'd other people's houſes, 
Till ſpoke to, was as ſilent as a mouſe is; 


And of opinions, though poſſeſs'd a ftore, 


She left them with her pattens—at the door, 


Sir William, you're a hound! and hunting Fanz; — 
Undoubtedly the woman is fair game: 


So 
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So that, if ever you diſgrace, 
By turning cur, your noble race, 
The Lord have mercy on your curſhip*s ſæin! 


ODE V. 


THE POET OPENETH HIS ACCOUNT OF THE EXHIBITION AT 


THE ACADEMY=—PRAISETH REYNOLDS —HALF DAMNETM 
MR, WEST——COMPLETELY DAMNETH MR, WRIGHT OF 
 DERBY——MENTIONETH MR. PFUSEL I==COMPLIMENTETR 


MR, OPIE, 


Mos E, fog the wonders of the preſent year : 


Declare what works of ſterling worth appear, 
RevynoLDs, his heads divine, as uſual, gives, 
Where Guido's, Rubens', Titian's genius lives! 
Works! Pm afraid, like beauty of rare quality, 
Born ſoon to fade !—too ſubject to mortality! 


c Wes r moſt judiciouſly my counſel takes, 


Paints by the acre - witneſs Parſon PRTEX “: 
For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deſerving praiſes in the ſweeteſt metre. 


The fleſn of Peter's audience is not good. 


Too much like ivory, and ſtone, and wood : 


Nor of the figures dare I praiſe th* expreſſions 
With /ome folks thought a trifle of tranſerefſion. 


Peter preaching, by Weſt. 
a 3 Wes, 
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Wxsr, your Lat Supper is a MANY piece; 
Your Tyburn ſaints will not your fame increaſe : 
With looks ſo thieviſh, with ſuch ſkins of copper ! ! 
Were they for ſale, as Heav'n's my Judge, 
To give hive far rthings for them I ſhould grudge, 
Nay, ev'n my old tobacco-ſtopper. | | 


Candour muſt own, that frequently thy paints 

Have play d the devil with the /ainls - 

For me! I fancy them like doves and thre/tles ! 
But hou, if we believe thy art. 
Enough to make us pious Chriſtians art, 

Have very ſcurxy notions of Apaſlles. 


What of thy landſcape * ſhall I ſay, 

Holding the old white ſow; and ſucking litter? | 
Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day, 

Thou gavꝰſt the Muſe ſuch reaſon to be bitter ! 
But, Muſe, be ſoft, and gently, gently 9 
« More damned ſtuff was never ſeen by eye.” | 


Yet mind thy landſcape 3 Derby WRIOGHT's . 
Whoſe canvaſs gives us very diſmal nights: 

O' er awoollen hills, where gold and ſilver moons, 
Now mount like fixpences, and now balloons ;. 


* A moſt pitiable performance, indeed, = may be * 
called the Dotage. ; 


+A painter of moon: lights. 


Where 
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Where curling wild, in different directions, 
Nice vermicelli repreſents ręflections ! = 
In ſhort, where ev'ry thing we ſee appear, 
Seems to exclaim—# What bus'neſs have we here?“? 
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Fus Eli reſumes the bruſh, to pleaſe the few: 
He deems the m1LL10n, ſenſeleſs, arrant cr. ? 
For ridicule—julſt fit to make a feaſt- 
A Caliban—a great unjudging beaft 
Whoſe crab-like ſoul to no great heights can climb, 


And therefore cannot feel the true 8UBLIME. 


 Ovit this year (ſo ſay his forms and faces) 
Hath deign'd to pick acquaintance with the Gx Acks. 
But where are all his %% heads flown ? 

Pray, Maſter Ori, leave your tricks, 

And let our eyes ſometimes on pictures fix 
That REM BRANDT had been proud to OWN, 
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ODE VI. 


. INE POET ADDRESSETH HIS MAJESTY—PLEADETH THE CAUSE | 


OF POOR STARVING POETRY=——HE ACKNOWLEDGETH IN A 
FORMER 0DE THE KINDNESSES OF FAME, YET THROWETH 
OUT A HINT TO HIS MAJESTY, THAT HIS FINANCES MAY 
BE IMPROVED-—HE RELATETH A MARVELLOUS STORY or 
A JESUIT—RECOMMENDETH SOMETHING SIMILAR TO His 
SOVEREIGN, | : 


Awr pleaſe your Majeſty, I'm overjoy'd 
To find your family fo tond of * - 


J wiih her ſiſter PoE TR employ” — 


Poor, dear, neglected girl! with hunger i 
Vour royal grandſire, truſt me, I'm no fibber,) 


Was vaſtly fond of Cor Ly C1BBER, 


For ſubjects, how his Majeſty would hunt! 
And if a battle grac'd the Rhine or Weſer, 
ter. Mine poet /al mak Ode upon t. | 
Then forth there came a flaming Ode to CS. 


8 Sire, pray 88 a bit, 


Some glorious action of your life; 
And then your humble poet's wit, 

Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 
Shall mount you on her glorious balloon odes, 
Like Rome's great Cæsak, to th' immortal Gops®*. 


* Diviſum Imperium, cum Jove, Ceſar habet. 


5 9 


—— 


PETER PIN DAR, ESQ. 


2 8 


— TGT 


A Naples Jeſuit, HISTORY declares, 
On {lips of paper ſcribbl'd pray'rs, 

Which ſhew'd of wiſdom great profundity; 
Then ſold them to the country folks, = 
To give their turkies, hens, and ducks, 

To bring increaſe of fowl-fecundity — 


Ft aufer 4—On their turkies, ducks, and hens, 
The country People all were full of brags 
Whoſe little bums, in barns, and mows, and fens, 
| Squat down, and laid like conjuration-bags. | 


I with this faxe experiment was try*d 
Upon the Muſe, my gentle bride ; 
And flips of paper given her, with this pray —— 
* Pay to the bearer fifty pounds at ſight.” 
Her ſweet prolific pow'rs *twould ſo delight! 
_ She'd breed like a tame rabbit or a Hare! 


Thane idle ſupplication, Muſe, give o'er, 
And know, that pas ice is always Poor. 


V 
PETER'S ACCOUNT OF WONDERFUL RELIQUES IN FRANCE, 
WITH THE DEVOTION PAID TO THEM—THE SENSIBLE 
APPLICATION TO PAINTERS AND FASTING BY WAY 


OF SIMILE, 


I N France, ſome years ago—ſome twenty-three— 
At a fam'd church, where hundreds daily joltle, 
I wiſely paid a prieſt ſix ſous to ſee 
. The thumb of Thomas the Apoſtle. 5 
FOL. I. 1 . 
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Gaping upon Tom's thumb, with me in wonder, 
The rabble rais'd its eyes—like ducks in thunder; 
Becauſe in virtues it was vaſtly rich, 


Had cur'd poſſeſs'd of devils, and the itch ; 
Work'd various wonders on a ſcabby pate 


Made little ſucking children Rraight, | 


Though crook'd like ram's horns by the rickets; 


Made people ſee, though blind as moles— 


And made your ſad, hyſteric ſouls, 
As gay as graſshoppers and crickets ; 
Brought noſes back again to faces, 
Long ſtol'n by Venus and her Graces ; 
And eyes to fill their parent ſockets, 
Of which fad love had pick'd their pockets: 


And had the prieſt permitted, with their kiſſes, 


The mob had ſmackꝰ d 9 holy thumb to pieces. 


Though, Rents 'twas not the ppc 8 thumb, - — 


But mum 
It play' d as well of miracles the . 


Although a Painted piece of rotten Hieb. f 


For ſix ſous more, behold ! to view, was bolted 
A feather of the Angel Gabriel's wing! 


Whether 'twas pluck'd by force, or calmly molted, 


No holy legends tell, nor poets ling. 
But was it Gabriel's feather, heav'nly Muſes ? 
It was not Gabriel's feather, but a ger. 


But ftay! from truth we ſhould not wiſh to wander, 


For, poſſibly, the owner was a gander. 


| Painters ! 
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Painters! you take me right: The muſe ſuppoſes 
You make your coup-de-maitre daſhes, 

Chriiten them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, and noſes, 
Beards, chins, and whiſkers, and eye-laſhes ; 


As like, p'rhaps, as a horſe is like a plumb, 


Or foreſaid ſtiek, St. Tou th' Apoſtle's thumb. 


With purer eyes the Britiſh vulgar ſees : 


Wie are no craww-thumper's, no devotees ; 
So that whene'er your fingers are mere wood, 


Our eyes will never think em fleſb and. blood. 


— 


ODE VIII. 
THE GENEROUS PETER RESCUETH THE IMMORTAL RAPHAEL 
FROM THE OBLOQUY OF MICHAEL ANGELO—THE POET 


MORALIZETH=—TELLETH A STORY NOT TO THE CREDIT 
OF MICHAEL ANGELO, AND NOBLY DEFENDETH RAFHAEL'S 


NAME AGAINST HIS INVIDIOUS ATTACK=—CONCLUDETH 
WITH A MOST SAGE OBSERVATION, 


| H OW difficult in artiſts to allow 


To brother bruſhmen ev'n a grain of merit ! 
Wiſhing to tear the laurels from their brow, 
They ſhew a ſniv ling, diabohe ſpirit. 
So *tis, however moraliſts may chatter 


What's worſe ftil—nature will be always nature. 
| 1 2 We 
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We can't brew Burgundy from ſour ſmall beer, 
Nor make a ſilken purſe of a ſow's ear. 


Sweet is the voice of Praiſe !—from eve to morn, 
From bluſhing morn to darkling eve again, 
My Muſe the brows of Merit could adorn, 
And, lark-like, ſwell the panegyric ſtrain. 


Pa Als, like the balm which evening's dewy flar 
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting flower, 

Lifts modeſt pining Merit from deſpair, 

And: gives her clouded eye a golden hour. 


Px take me, if ever I read the ſtory 

| Of Michael Angelo without much ſwearing ; 
| "Tis ſuch a ſlice cut off from Michael's glory, 
Hie ſurely had been brandying it, or beering : 
That is, in plainer Engliſh, he was drunk, 
And candour from the man with horror ſhrunk. 


Raphael did honour to the Roman ſchool, 

Yet Angelo vouchſaf'd to call him col ! 

When working in the Vatican, would ſtare, 
- Threw down his bruſh, and tamp and ſwear, 

If eber a porter let him in—he'd /one him, 
And—if he Raphael caught—moſt ſurely bone him. 
He ſwore the world was a rank aſs : 

To pay a compliment to Raphacl's uf; 

For that he knew the fellow well enough, 
And that his paltry metal would not Pgſs. 


Aa 


* 8 


Such 
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Such was the d of this falſe Italian: 
One time he chriſten'd Raphael a Pygmalion, 
Swore that his Madams were compos'd of ſtone; 
Swore that his expreſſions were like owls ſo tame, 
His drawings, like the lameſt cripple, lame; 
That, as for compoſition, he had none, 
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ve artiſts ! theſe aſſertions I deny 
Twas vile ill manners—not to ſay a lie. 
RAPTHAEL did real excellence inherit; 
And if you ever chance to paint as well, 
I, bona fide, do foretell, | 
You'll certainly be men of merit, 


ODE i 
THE GOSSIPING PETER TELLETH A STRANGE STORY, AND 
TRUE, THOUGH STRANGE—SEEMETH TO ENTERTAIN NO 
VERY ELEVATED OPINION OF THE WISDOM OF- KINGS 
HINTETH AT THE NARROW. ESCAPE OF SIR JOSHUA 
REYNOLDS=—MR. RAMSAY'S RICHES—A RECOMMENDATION 
OF FLATTERY AS A SPECIFIC IN FORTUNE-MAK ING. 


| If 'M told, "ad I believe the ſtory, 
That a fam'd Queen of Northern brutes, 
A GENTLEWOMAN of prodigious glory, 
Whom ev'ry /ort of epithet well ſuits ; 
Whoſe huſband dear, juſt happening to provoke, her, 


Was ſhov'd to heaven upon a red-hot poker ! 
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Sent to a certain Kinc, not King of France— = 
Eo 5 Deſiring by SIR JosavaA's hand his pH12— 
1 1 What did the royal Quiz? | 
110 | Why, damn'd genteelly. ſat to Mr. Dance * ! 


3 n 


— 


Then 5 it to the Northern 5 
As ſweet a bit of wood as e'er was ſeen ! 

And therefore moſt unlite the PRINCELY HEAD 
He might as well have ſent a PIG OF LEAD. 


2 * 
. — a m 6 <a 
; 


—- Down ay throat the piece was cramm'd, | 
i As done by RevyNnoLDs, and deſerv'dly damn'd ; 
For as to Maſter Dance's art, 


It ne'er was morth a ſingle * * * | 


Reader, I BLUSH !—am delicate this time! 
So let thy IMPUDENCE ſupply the RHYME. 


1 * "Fhank God! that kings cannot our taſte controul, 
And make each ſubject's poor ſubmiſſive ſoul 
Admire the TASTE that JUDGEMENT oft eries fie on: 


[ Flad things been fo, poor Reynolds we had ſeen 
| Painting a BARBER'S POLE—an ALE-HOUSE QUEEN; 
The CAT and GRIDIRON, or the OLD RED LION |! 


| * The true reaſon that induced his Majeſty to fit to Mr. 
| > Dax cx, was laudable royal economy. Mr. Dance charged fiſty 
pounds for the picture.— S8 1x Josxva REYNOTLDS's price was 
| {.mewhat more than a hundred—A very great difference in 
8 | the market-price of paint and canvaſs; and, let me ſay, that 
| julie the Wee given to the man who worked cheapft 
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At Plympton “, p'rhaps, for ſome grave Doctor Slop, 
Painting the pots and bottles of the ſhop ; 
Or in the DRAMA to get meat to munch, 
His braſh divine had pictur'd ſcenes for Puxcu ! 
Whilſt WesT was whelping 'midſt his paints, 
Moſes and Aaron, and all forts of ſaints ! 
Adams and Eves, and ſnakes and apples, 
And dev'ls, for beautifying certain ALS: 
But Reynolds is no favourite, that's the matter, 
He hath not learnt the noble art to Halter + 


Thrice happy times, When MoNARCHs find them 
hard things 
To teach us what to view with admiration 1 
And, like their heads on Balſpence and 1 


Make their OP1N10NS current through the nation ! 


I've heard that RAMSAV 7, when he died, 
Leſt juſt nine rooms well ſtuff d with queens and kings; 
From cobence all nations might have been tupply d, 
That /ong'd for valuable things. 
Viceroys, ambaſladors, and plenipos, 
Hough them to join their raree-ſhows. 
In foreign parts, . 
And ſhew the PROGRESS of the BaiTisa Ants. 


. Sir Joſhua's native ſpot, in Devonſhire, | 
+ This Ode was compoſed beſore Sir Joſhua was dubbed 
 Kinvg's Painter, Poſſihly the great artiſt dream? of my BEAU 
TIFUL LYRIC, and purſued its advice. 
+ Late painter to his Majeſty, 
1 | Whether 
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Whether they purchas'd by the pound or yard, 


I cannot tell becauſe I never heard; 
But hi, I know, his /bop was like a fair, 


And dealt moſt largely in this RoVAL WARE. 

See what it is to gain a Monarch's ſmile ! —— 

And haſt thou miſs'd it, Reynolds, all this while ? 
How ſtupid ! pr'ythee, ſeek the coURTIER'S SCHOOL, 
And learn to manufacture o1L or roob. 


_ FLaTTERY's the turnpike-road to Fon ruxx's door 


TRUTH is a narrow lane, all full of quags, 
Leading to broken heads, abuſe, and rags, 
And work-houſes—ſad refuge for the poor! 
FLATTERY'S a MOUNTEBANK ſo dei riches; 
Tnorn, aplain SMow PuxE, aQUAKERPREACHER, 
A moral mender, a diſguſting teacher, 
That never got a ſix-pence by her SPEECHES | 


o DE X. 


THE Lor TY PETER BEGINNETH WITH AN ORIGINAL SIMILE 
 —DISPLAYETH A DEEP KNOWLEDGE OF HOMER AND 


— 


MODERN DUCHESSES—CONCLUDETH WITH A- PROPHECY 
ABOUT HIS SOVEREIGN. 


P AINTERS who figure in the Exhibition, 

Are pretty nearly in the ſame condition 
With cocks on een which the ſeaſon gathers ; ; 
Flung 
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Flung at by ev'ry lubber, ev'ry brat, 
That has the ſenſe to throw a bat, 
To break their bones, and knock about their feathers. 


This little difference, however, ts 

Between the painter and the fowl, I find 
The artiſt for the poſt of danger tries 

The fowl is faſten'd much againſt his 3 
Who, d—ns his ſentence, would annul * 
Sue out his habeas corpus, and inſtead 

Of being beat with bats about the head, 
Make handſome love to a ſmart pullet. 


And yet the painter like a booby groans, 

Who courts the very bats that break his bones. 

But 2 from ſcandal is exempt ? | 
//9 doth not meet at times, contempt ? 


Great Joys, the god of gods, in figures rich, 
Ott call'd his boſom queen a /aucy bitch ! 
| Achilles * call'd great Agamemnon hog, 

An impudent, deceitful, dirty dag! 


_ Behold our lofty ducheſſes pull caps, 
And give each other's reputations raps, 
As. freely as the drabs of Drury's ſchool z [king, 
And who, pray, knows that GEORGE, our gracious 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing,) 
May not, by future times, be call'd a pool 


Z 5 Vid. Ho 3 . ; 
a : ODE 
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ODE XI. 


THE? BARD SENSIBLY REPROVETH THE YOUNG ARTISTS FOR 
THEIR PROPENSITY TO ABUSE—MOST WITTILY COMNM-· 
| PARETH' THEM TO e GAME-COCKS, AND 


CAS. 


The mean, the ranc'rous jealouſies that ſwell 
In ſome fad artiſts' ſouls, I do deſpiſe : 
Inſtead of nobly /friving to excel, 
You rive to pick out one another's eyes. 
To be a PAINTER was Coreggio's glory 
His ſpeech ſhould flame in gold“ SONO PITTroRE!“ 


But what, if truth were ſpoke, would be your ſpeeches? 
751. We're a ſet of fame-ſucking horſe-leeches, 
„ Without a 3%, the pooreſt Teandal ſpeaking —— 
& Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking ! 

& As if the globe we dwell on were /o ſmall, 

„% There really was not room enough for ALI.“ 


Young men! 
I do preſume that one of you in ten 
Hath kept a dog or two, and hath remark'd, 
That when you have been comfortably feeding, 
The curs, without one atom of court- breeding, 


- With wat' ry jaws, hath win , and paw'd, and bark'd; 
| : Shew' d 
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Shew'd anxtouſneſs about the mutton- bone, 
And, /itead of your mouth, wiſh'd it in their own ; 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'other, 
Heav'ns! what a ſnarling, quarrelling, and pother ! 
This, perhaps, has often touch'd you to the quick, 
And made you teach good manners by a kick ; 

And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 

A little bit of /wveet emphatic ſwearing, 

An eloquence of wond'rous uſe in wars, 

Amongſt ſea-captains and the brave jack tars. 


Now tell me honeſtly pray don't you find 
Somewhat in Chriſtians juſt of the ſame kind 
That you experienc'd in the curs, 
Caufing your anger and demurs? 
As, for example, when your miſtreſs, Fame, 
Wiſhing to celebrate a worthy name, 
Takes up her trump to give the juſt applauſe, 
How have you, puppy-like, PR 10 wiſh'd, and 
whin'd; g 
And growl'd, and curs'd, and wa” and pin'd, 
And long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaws ! 
The dogs deſerv'd their kicking to be fure ; 
But you 40 he, boys go and fin no more. 


„ 
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THE COMPASSIONATE PETER LAMENTETH THE DEATH or 
MR. HONE, AN R. A.—RECOMMENDETH HIM TOS OBLIVION, 
THE GREAT PATRON OF A NUMBER OF GENIUSESs: 


TEX RE's one R. A. more dead! ſtiff is poor Hoxz 
His works be buried with him under the ſame ſtonc: 
I think the ſacred art will not bemoan 'em 5 

But, Muſe! De mortuis nil nift bonum- : 
As to his hoſt a traveller, with a ſneer, 


Said of his DEAD /all-beer. - 


Go then, poor Hoxe ! and] join a numerous train 
Sunk in OBLIViON'S wide pacific ocean; 
And may its whale-like ſtomach feel no motion 
To caſt thee, like a Joxan, up again. 


ODE-SXOL 


THE POET EXHIBITETH THE INCONSTANCY OF THE WORLD 
BY A MOST ELEGANT COMPARISON OF A FLOCK or 


STARLINGS. 


Yorno artiſts ! it may ſo fall out, 
That folks ſhall make a grievous rout; 
5 = Follow 
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Follow you—pratſe your painting to the ſkies ; 
When, perhaps, a ribband, (fie upon it 19 
A feather, or a tawdry bonnet, 

Caught, by its glare, their wondereſpying eyes. 


Therefore, don't thence ſuppoſe that you inherit 

| Mountains of unexampl'd merit; 
That alzvays you ſhall be purſu'd, : 
And like a vond'rous beauty wood. | 


Great is the world's inconſtancy, God knows! 
Fame, like the ocean, ebbs, as well as flows 5 
Next year the million pitches on a ruff, 

A ballobn-cap, a ſhawl, a muff; 
For you, no longer cares a ſingle ruſh, 


Following ſome other brother of the bruſh. 


To raiſe to nobler flights the Muſe's wing, 

A ſimile's a very pretty thing; | 

To whoſe ſweet aid I'm oft a humble debtor, 
T'illuftrate with more force the thing I mean; 
And if the ſimile be neat and clean, 

Tant micux—that is much the better. 


Therefore, young folks, as there's a great deal in't, 
Accept one juſt imported from the mint. 


You've ſeen a flock of ftarlings, to be ſure, 

A hundred thouſand in a meſs, or more; 

Who forunately having found 

A lump of horſe-litter upon the ground, | 
vo. 1. N Down 
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Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung. 
Then, Lord, what doings  Heav'ns, what admiration! 
What joy, what tranſport, midſt the ſpeckl'd nation! 
: How buſy ev'ry beak, and ev ry tongue / | 
All talking, gabbling, but none liſt 'ning, 

Juſt like a group of gofſips at a chrif ning ;——— 
Let but a cow-dab ſhow its grafs-green face, 
They're up, without fo much as faying grace; 
And lo! the buſy flock around it pitches ! 

Juſt as upon the lump before, 

They gabble, wonder, and adore ! 

And equal brather MarTvx's “ ſpeeches. 

Theſe ſtarlings ſhow the world, with great pfopriety, 
Mad as March-hares, or curlews for variETY. 


O D E XIV. 
5 2 <naAP PETER pieriszrn FRENCHMEN. 
1 BEG it as a favour, my young folks, 
You will not copy, monkey. like, the French, 5 
Whoſe pictures, juſtly, are all ſtanding jokes, 


Whether they repreſent a man or wench. 


Pope 


* A much-admired ſpeaker in the Houſe of Commons, who 


Tt 


$2. con. was baptized the Starling MARTYN, 


C 
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If Monſieur paints a man of faſhion, 
Making an obei/ance well bred, 
The gentleman's a ram-cat in a paſſion, 
His back all crumpPd o'er his head: 
Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel, 


And bone-breaking's no 7rifling thing, Gd knows! 


Amidi{t his pains the fellow's ſo genteel! 
He feels with ſuch decorum all the blows. 
Or, if a culprit's going to the dev, 
Which ſome folks alſo deem a ſerious evil, 
So degage you ſee the man advance, 
His arms, hands, ſhoulders, turn'd-out toes, 
Madona-lifted eyes, and cock'd up noſe, 
Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance. 
I've ſeen a ſleeping Vexvus, I declare, 
With hands and legs ſtretch'd out with /uch an air! 
Her neck and head o twiſted on one ſhoulder, 
With /uch an heaw*nly ſmile, that each beholder 
Would ſwear, (diſdaining pancine's wwlgar track,) 
The dame was walking minuets on her back / 
Een an old woman yielding up her breath 
By means of cholic, ſtone, or gravel, 
How ſmirkingly ſhe feels the pangs of death! 
With what a grace her ſoul prepares to travel! 


A Frenchman's angel is an OPERA PUNE ; — 
His Virgin Marys—milliners half drunk ; 
Qur bleſt Redeemer, a rank petit maitre, 


In every attitude and feature; ah 
| 3 5 The 
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Think not I wantonly attack thoſe people : 


The humble Joſeph, ſo genteelly made, 


Poor gentleman !—as if above his trade, 
And only fit to compliment his wife. 
So delicate! as if he ſcarcely knew 
Oak from deal-board—a gimblet from a ſerew ; 


' ; . * . 
And never made a mouſe-!rap in his life, 


In prejudice that I'm as ſtiff's a ſteeple ; 
Ko !--yet, I own, I hate the ſhrugging dogs 
Free liv'd among them, eat their frogs, | 
And vomited them up, thank God, again = 

Zo that I'm able now to ſay, 

Pre carried nought of theirs away, 
Which otherwiſe had made the * Vain. 


Q DE 4%. 
TEE CONCEITED PETER TURNETH AN ARRANT EGOTIS To 
MENTIONETH A NUMBER OF FINE FOLKS—THIS MINUTE 
CONDEMNETH WILL WHIT EHEAD'S VERSES; AND THE 
NEXT, EXCUEPATETH THE LAUREAT, BY CLAPPING FEE 


RIGHT SADDLE ON THE RIGHT HORSE, 


N O giant more rejoiceth in his courſe, 

Not Count OfKelly in a winning horſe, 

Not Mrs. Hobert * to preſerve a box, 

Not George the Third to triumph 0 er Charles Fox ! 


2* The contel between Mrs. Hobart and Lady Saliſbury, 
with their ſeconds, about a box at the e Opera, is a ſubject for 


the moſt fe Hime epic. 
Not 
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Not Spain's wiſe monarch to bombard Algiers 
Not pillories, order'd by the law's ſtern voice, 
Can more rejoice . 
To hold Kitt Atkinſon's two ears; 
Not more rejoiceth patriotic Pitt, 
By patriotic grocers to be fed; 
Not Mother Windſor * in a fair young tit, 
Nor gaping deans, to hear a biſhop's dead: 
Not more reform'd John Wilks, to court the crown 5 


Nor Skinner in his aldermanic gown, 


Nor common-counci]-men on turtle feeding : 
Not more rejoice old envious maids, ſo ſtale, 
To hear of weeping beauty 4 add tale, 
And tell the world a reigning toaſt is breeding = 
Than I, the Poet, in a lucky Ode, | 
That catches at a hop the Cynic face; 
Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face; 
And tears, in ſpite of him, his jaws abroad. 


And are there ſuch grave dons that 123 my Tk en? 
All-gracious Heav'n, forgive their crimes ! 
Oh! be their lot to have 20% ctalking wives; 
And if in reading they delight, | 
To read, ye gods! from morn to night, 
Will WWhitehead's + e ſonnets all their Iives. 
/ 
* A Prieſteſs of the Cyprian Goddeſs, | 
+ This Ode was written before a late Laureat reſigned his 
earthly croven for a heavenly one. May Mr, Tom Warton be 
| more ſucceſsful in his Pindaric adulations, and not veriſy the 
Latin adage==Zx nibilo, nil il fit. | | 
"WMS Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, Reader, thou'rt a tinker or a tanner, 

And mendeſt kettles in a pretty manner; 

Or tanneſt hides of bulls, and cows, and calves: 
But if the ſaucepan, or the kettle, | 
Originally be bad metal, 

Thow lt ſay, * It only can be done by Salve; 

Or if by nature bad the bullocks? ſkins, | 

« They V make vile ſhoes and boots for people” s bins. 


Then, wherefore do I thus abuſe 
Will Whitehead's hard-driv*n Muſe ? 
Who merits rather Pity*s tend'reſt figh : 
For what the devil can he do, 
When forc'd to praiſe—the Lord Enows who # 
Verſe mu? be dull on ſubjects ſo damn'd dry. 
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TRE CLASSIC PETER ADVISETH PAINTERS To CULTIVATE 
TASTE—LASHETH SOME or THE IGNORANT—Accus ETH 
PAINTERS or AN AFFECTION FOR VULGARITY, WHOM 
EE HORSE-WHIPPETH—RECOMMENDETH A CHARMING SUB- 

Ixcr—rEILE TH THE SECRET OF 18s LOVE, AND GIVETH 
A DIE-AWAY SONNET OF FORMER DAYS—PERSECUTETH 
TENIER'S DEVILS, BUT APPLAUDETH THE EXECUTION. 


 AINTERS ! improve your education; 
That ſurely ſtands in need of reformation. 
I've heard that ſome can neither write nor read, 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 


Many, 25 


5 Re — 7 — 
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Many, I know, would rather paint a bear, 
Or monkey playing his quaint tricks, 
Than ſome ſweet damſel, whom all hearts revere, 
Whoſe charms the eye of admiration fix 
Would rather ſee a fump with ſtrength expreſt, 
Than all the ſnowy fulneſs of her breaſt, 
Or lip, that innocenee ſo ſweetly moves, 
Or /mile, the fond Elyſium of the Loves. . 
This brings thoſe days to mem'ry when my tongue, 
To Cynthia's beauty pour'd my ſoul in ſong ; 
When on the margin of the murmuring ſtream, 
My fancy frequent form'd the golden dream 
Of Cynthia's grace—of Cynthia's ſmiles divine, 
And made thoſe ſmiles and peerleſs beauty mine. 


It brings to mem'ry, too, thoſe diſmal times, 


When nought my ſighs avail'd, andnought my rhymes; 


When at the filent, ſolemn cloſe of day, 
My penſive ſteps would court the darkling grove, 
To hear, in Philomela's lonely lay, 1 5 
The fainting echoes of my luckleſs love; 
Till night's encreaſing ſhades around me ſtole, | 
And mingl'd with the gloom that wrapp'd my foul. 


Reader's doſt chuſe a ae! of thoſe ayes e 
Take it and ſay not I'm a foe to praiſe. 


TO 
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CENTHIA. 
o THOU ! whoſe love. inſpiring air 
Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes; | 


My day declines in dark deſpair, 
And night hath loſt her ſweet repoſe : 


Yet who, alas! like me was bleſt, 
To others ere thy charms were known; 
When fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone? 


Nymph of my ſoul ! forgive my ſighs ; 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel; 

Nor blame the trembling wretch who dies. 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 


Lo! theirs is every winning art, 

With Fortune's gifts unknown to me "od 
I only boaſt a ſimple heart, 

In love with innocence and ee. 


BUILD 
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BUILD not, alas! your popularity 

On that beaſt's back yclep'd Yulgariy 
A beaſt that many a booby takes a pride in,— 
A beaſt beneath the noble Peter's riding. 


How ſhould the man who loves to be unchaſte, 

To feed on carrion dread his hound-hke paunch, 
Judge of an ortolan's delicious taſte, _ 

Or feel the flavour of a fine fat haunch ? 
Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his clay, 


How ſhould he judge of claret or tokay ? 


Tenier's devils, witches, monkies, toads, 


That make me ſhudder whilſt I pen theſe Odes, 
 _ Molit truly painted, to be ſure, you'll find. 
| How greater far the excellence, to paint 
With heav'n-directed eye, the beauteous ſaint, 
And mark th' emotions of her e 
Envy not ſuch as have in dirt ſurpaſt ye 


Lis 8 very eaſy to be naſty! 
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O DE XVII. 


THE MORALIZING BARD EXPOSETH THE UNFAIRNESS 


CF 


MANKIND IN THE ARTICLE OF LAU GHING=—DESCANTETH 


UPON WIT—DISCLAIMETH PRETENSION TO IT —MAKETH 


LOVE TO CANDOUR, AND MODESTLY CONCLUDETH, 


How dearly mortals love to laugh and grin ! 
Juſt as they love to ſtuff themſelves to ch 
With other people's meat—good ſaving ſenſe ! . 
Becauſe at other folks” expence; 
But turn the laugh on them—how chang'd their notes! 
O damn em! this 18 ſerious cut their throats !?? 


Wir, fays an author that I do not know, 
Is like TI xE's ſcythe—cutsdownboth friend and foe ;— 
Ready each object, tyger- like, to leap on“ 
„ Lord! what a butcher this ſame Mis] thank God! 
(A critic cries,) in Maſter Pindar's Ode, 
We ipy thy effects of no ſuch dangerous weapon,” 


No, Sir! 'tis dove-ey'd Canvovr's charms 
I woo to t! heſe defiring arms; 7. 
Sb 1 1s my goddeſo—to her ſhrine I bend: | 
| Nymen of the voice! that beats the morning lark, 
Sweet as the dulcet note of either Park “*, 
| Be thou my ſoft companion and my friend ! 


* Two brothers of the n noſt diſtinguiſhed merit on the oboe. 


Thy 
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Thy lovely hand my Pegaſus ſhall guide, 
And teach thy modeſt pupil how to ride : 
Thus ſhall IJ hurt not any groupe-compo/ers, 
From Sarah Benwell's bru/b, to Mary Mozer's *. 


ODUEÜX 


"THE JUDICIOUS PETER GIVETH MOST WHOLE SOME ADVICE 
TO LANDSCAPE PAINTERS,” - N 


\ V HATE'ER your wiſh m landſcape to excel, 
London's the very place to mar it; 
Believe the oracles I tell, - 


There's very little landſcape in a gart. 
Whate'er the flocks of feas you keep, 
"£00 badly copying them for goats and ſheep 3 
And if you'll take the Poet's honeſt word, 

A bug muſt make a miſerable bird. 


A ruſb-light winking in a bottle's neck, 
Ill-repreſents the glorious orb of morn ! 
Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, 

Twould be a repreſentative forlorn. 


* 'The laſt of thoſe ladies, an R. A. by means of a lime pic» 
ture of a plate of 600sEBErRIES—the other in Lopes of academic 
honours, through an equal degree of merit. 


I think, 
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I think, too, that a man would be a fool, 
For trees, to copy legs of a joint lool; 
Or ev'n by them to repreſent a lump : 
As alſo broomſſicls which, though well he rig 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig, 
Muſt make a very poor a clump. 


Youl ſay—** Yet ſuch ones, oft a perſon ſees 
„In many artiſt's trees; 

« And in ſome paintings, we have all eld, 
©. Green bays hath ſurely ſat for a green field: 
„ Bolfters for mountains, hills, and wheaten Ou} | 
Cats for ram- goats — and curs for bulls and cows.” 


All this, my ade It freely grant 

But better things from you J want. 

As SHAKSPEARE ſays, (a bard I much approve, ) 
„Li, lift, 0h! Ii! —if thou doſt painting love. 


CLAvuDE painted in the open air !- 
Therefore to Wales at once repair; | 
Where ſcenes of true magnificence you'll find: 
Beſides this great advantage—if in debt, 
You'll have with creditors no ze a tte : 
| So leave the bull-dog bailifls all Zehind : 
1 Who, hunt you with what noiſe they may, 
Muſt hunt for needles in a flach of hay. 


OD? 
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ODE XIX. 


THE POET HIN TETH TO ARTISTS THE VALUE OF TIME, 


Tur man condemn'd on Tyburn's tree to ſwing, 
Deems ſuch a ſhow a very dull;/h thing; 
He'd rather a Hhedlator be, I ween, 
Than the ſad adtor in the ſcene. | 
He blames the /aw's too rigid reſolution : 
If with a beef-ſteak ſtomach in his prime, 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on time ! 
And, molt of all—he hour of execution 1 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance, 
How ewond'rous willing to . the dance ! 


Believe me, Time's of ene uſe; ; 
But, ah! how ſubject to abuſe ! 
t ſeems that with him folks were often clay d. 
I do pronounce it, Time's a public good, 
_ Juſt like a youthful beauty—to be 20 45 
Made much of, and be properly enjoy'd. 


Time's 1 are wonderfully {mall ; 
They lip between the fingers in a hurryz  _ 
Therefore, on each young artiſt let me call, 
| To prize them as an Indian does his curry * ; 
Whether his next rare exhibition be 
Amidſt the great R. A.*s—or on a zree. 


* An unzverſal food in the Eaſt-Indies, 
YOL, 1. : * = ODE 
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ODE XX. 


| THE UNFORTUNATE PETER LAMENTETH THE LOSS OF AN 
IMPORTANT ODE BY RATS—HE PRAYETH DEVOUTLY TOS 
THE RATS. | 


Hr JT maxime deflendus ; | 
I've loſt an Ops of charming praiſe ; 
From like misfortune Heav'n defend us! 
The ſweeteſt of my lyric lays! 
Where many a youthful artiſt ſhone with fame, 
Like his own pictures in a fine gilt frame. 
Perdition catch the roguiſn rats! 
Their trembling limbs ſhould fill the maws of cuts 
Were I to be their ſole adviſer, 
| Vermin! like trunk-makers and paſtry-cooks, 
Dealing in legions of delightful books, 
Vet with the learning not a whit the wiſer. 
Thank G—d! the Ong unto MYSELF they gar d, 
And, lo! the labour of the _ bard. 


ODE 


. 


MYSELF. 


THE EXALTED PETER WISKETH TO MAKE THE GAPING 
-WORLD ACQUAINTED WITH THE PLACE OF HIS NATIVITY 
nur BEFORE HE CAN GET AN ANSWER FROM HIMSELF, 
HE MOST SUBLIMELY BURSTETH FORTH INTO AN AD- 
DRESS TO MENNYGIZZY AND MOUSE=-HOLE, TWO FISHING 
TOWNS IN CORNWALL L—THE FIRST CELEBRATED FOR 
PILCHARDS, THE LAST FOR GIVING BIRTH TO DOLLY 


PENTREATH =— THE POET PRAISETH THE HONCRABLE 


THE PLACE or RIS NATIVITY, AND, LIKE HIS GREAT 
ANCESTOR OF THEBES, LEAVETH HIS READERS IN THE 
DARK, | 


O THOU ! whoſe daring works ſublime —_ 
Defy. the rudeſt rage of time, . 
Say !—for the world is with conjecture dizzy, 

Did Mouſe-hole give thee birth, or Mennygizzy? 


” DAINES BARRINGTON, AND PILCHARDS—FORGETTETH, 
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HAIL, Mennygizzy ! what a town of note ! 
Where boats, and men, and ſtinks, and trade, are 
Rirring 3 ; | 
Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught ! 
Pilchard ! a thouſand times as good's a herring, 


"dard the idol of the Popiſh nation! 


Fail, little inſtrument of vaſt ſalvation! 


Pilchard, I ween, a moſt ſoul- ſaving fiſh, 

On which the Catholics in Lent are cramm'd ; | 
Who, had they not, poor ſouls, this lucky diſh, 

Would fleſp eat, and be, conſequently, damn'd. 
Pilchards ! whoſe bodies. yield the fragrant oil, 
And make the London lamps at midnight ſmile ; 
Which lamps, wide ſpreading falutary light, 
Beam on the wandering BEAUTIES of the night, 
And ſhew each gentle youth their cheek's deep roſes, 
And tell him whether they have eyes and noſes. 


Fail, Mouſe-hole! birth-place of old Doll Pentreath®, | 


The loft who jabber'd Corniſh—ſo ſays Daines, 
Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane, and heath, 
With Wiko Wiſp, to brighten up his brains. 


Daines ! 


* A very old woman of Mouſe-hole, d ( falſely, how- 


ever „) to have been the 14% who ſpoke the Corniſh language. 
The honorable antiquarian, Daines 3 Eſq. journeyed, 


lame - 
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Daines! who a thouſand miles, unwearied, trots 
For bones, braſs farthings, aſhes, and old pots, 
To prove that folks of old, like ws, were made 
With heads, eyes, hands, and toes, to drive a trade. 


O DE Ni 


ETER CONCLUDETH HIS ODES—SEEMETH HUNGRY —EXP0S- 


TULATETH WITH THE READER—AND GETTETH THE 


START OF THE WORLD, BY FIRST PRAISING HIS OWN 
WORKS, | | | | 


I John Dryden went one day, 
To buy a head and tail-picce for his play : 
Thomas,” quoth John, I've fold my goods 100 

* cheap, | 


5 So, if you picaie, my price ſhall take a led. 


ſome years f ince, rom London to | thi Land's End, to converſe 


with this wrinkled, yet delicious morceau, He entered Mouſe- 


hole with a kind of triumph, and peeping into her hut, exclaim- 
ed, with all the fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of 
the famous Grcek Phi oſopher —“ kux EKA!“ The couple 
kiſſed—Doll ſoon after gabbled— Daines liſtened with admira- 


tion committed her ſpeeches to paper, not venturing to traſt 


his memory with /e much ireaſure, The tranſaction was an- 
nounced to the Society—the Journals were enriched with their 
dialogues - the old lady's picture was ordered to be taken by the 
moſt eminent artiſt, and the honorable ner to be publicly 
thanked for the aten | 
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O Reader! look me gravely i in the face ; 


Speak, is not that with me and thee the caſe ; ; 


For this year's Odes I charge thee half. a- crown; 
So, without grumbling, put thy money down ; 


For things have deſperately ris'n, good Lord! 
Fiſh, fleſh, coals, candles, window-lights, and board: 
Why ſhould not charming yoeTxy then riſe ? 


That comes fo dev'liſh far, too—from the ties . 
And lo! the verſes that adorn 2his page, 


Beam, comet-like, alas! but once an age. 


FAREWEL 
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FAREWEL 
LYRIC ODES, 


1786. 


ODEL 


PETER TALKETH OF RESIGNING THE LAUREA TSHIP==HE PRO- 
PHESIETH TRE TRIUMPH OF THE ARTISTS ON HIS RE 
SIGNATION—THE ARTISTS ALSO PROPHESY TO PETER'S: 
DISADVANTAGE=—PETER'S LAST COMFORT, SHOULD THEIR 


PROPHESY BE FULFILLED, 


Perex, like fam'd CHRISTINA, Queen of Sweden, 
Who thought a wicked court was not an Eden, 
This year, reſigns the laurel crown for ever! 

What all the fam'd academicians wiſh ; 

No more on painted fowl, and fleſh, and fiſh, 
He ſhews the world his carving {kill fo clever. 


Braſs, iron, wood-work, ſtone, in peace ſhall reſt— 


* Thank God!“ exclaim the works of Mr. WesrT. 
| ne | « Thank 
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: e Thank God!“ the woRKs of - Loutherbourg ex- 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game — [claim 


No longer now afraid of rhyming praters, | 
„ Shall we be chriſten'd teg- boarde, varniſh'd waiters: 


No verſe ſhall ſwear that ours are paſte-board rocks 
ur trees, bra/s wigs; and mops, our fleecy flocks. 


% Thank Heay'n!” exclaims Ri6avup, with ſparkling 


Then ſhall my pictures in importance riſe, [eyes 


« And fill each gaping mouth and eye with onen. 
Monſieur Rigaud, 
It may be ſo, 


| To think thy ſtars have ma ade ſo ſtrange a blunder, 2 


That bred to paint the genius of a glazier: 
That ſpoil'd, to make a dauler, a good brazier. 
None by thy partial tongue, (believe my lays,) 


Can dare ſtand forth the herald of thy praiſe: 
Could Fa ME applaud, whoſe voice my verſe reveres, 
Jus riek ſhould break her trump about her ears. 


« Thank Heav'n!” cries Mr. Garvy; and, „Thank 


Cries Mr. CoPLEyY, © that this man af Ode, [“ God!” 


& No more, barbarian-like, ſhall o'er us ride: 
© No more, like beads, in naſty order ſtrung, 
And round the waiſt of this vile Mohawk hung, 
4 Shall academic ſcelps indulge his pride. 


No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhyme, 
Which he moſt impudently calls ſublinie, 


“ Shall we, poor, inoffenſive ſouls, 
« Appear juſt like ſo many moles, 
1 5 « Trapp d. 
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«« Trapp'd in an orchard, garden, or a field ; 

Which Zole-catchers ſuſpend on trees, 
To ſhew their titles to their fees, 

Like Doctors, paid too often for the Eill'dl.“ 


Pleas'd that my verſes no more ſhall annoy ; 
Glad that my bliſter odes ſhall ceaſe their ſtinging z 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy— 
Hark ! how they all break forth in ſinging ! 


In boaſting ſounds the grinniag Artiſts cry, 

Lo! PrirER's hour of inſolence is o'er: 

« His Muſe is dead—his lyric pump is dry [ ſcore. 
« His Odes, like ſtinking fiſh, not worth a groat a 
Art thou, then, weak, like us, thou ſnarling ſniv'ller ? 

Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'ller? 


o 


* 


* 


Our Kings and Queens in glory now ſhall lie, 
«© Each unmoleſted, ſleeping in his frame; 
„Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and ſky, 
«© No longer, ſcouted, ſhall be put to ſhame z; 
i No poet's rage ſhall root our ſtumps and ſtumplings, 
And ſwear our clouds are flying apple-dumplings: 
„Fame ſhall proclaim how well our plum-trees bud, 
* And ſound the merits of our marle and mud. 1 


Our oaks, our bruſhwood, and our lofty elms, 
No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o'erwhelms, 
Nou this vile FELLER is laid low: 
In peace ſhall our ſtone-hedges ſleep, 
| h Tos 6 Our 
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Our huts, our barns, our pizs, and ſheep, 
“ And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow.“ 


They who ſhall fee this Pr ER in the firect, 
With fearleſs eye his front ſhall meet, 


Pe 


8 n 


And cry, —“ Is this the man of keen remark ? 
„ Is this the wight?” ſhall be their taunting ſpcecli; 
| A dog! who dar'd to ſnap each artiſt's breech; 

« And bite Academicians like a ſhark 2 | 

| 

N 

f 


„He whoſe broad cleaver chopp'd the ſons of paint: 
& Cruſh'd, like a marrow-bone, each lovely ſaint ; 
„ Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs: 
The little duck-wing'd cherubim abus'd, 
N — That could not more inhumanly be us'd, 
N | Poor lambkins! had they fall'n among ſt the Blacks. 
| . &« Je, once ſo furious, ſoon ſhall want relief, 


« Stak'd through the body, like a paltry thief. 


| © How art thou fall'n, O Cherokee !”? they cry; 
| How art thou fall'n!”” the joyful roofs reſound; 
« Hell ſhall thy body, for a rogue, ſurround, 
| « And there, for ever roaſting, may'ſt thou lie: 
| % Like Dives may'ſt thou ſtretch in fires along, 
„ Refus'd one drop of drink to cool thy tongue.“ 


Ye goodly gentlemen, repreſs your yell, 
Your hearty wiſhes for my health reſtrain ; 
For if our w0r#s can put us into h-l], 
Kind Sirs | we-certainly ſhall meet again: 
| | N | oo 
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Nay, what is worſe, F really don't know whether 
We mult not lodge in the /ame room together, 


„„ 3 


PETER FLOGS ACADEMICIANS AND DINNER—PITIES THE 


PRINCE OF WALES, DUKE OF ORLEANS, DUKE FITZJAMES, 


COUNT LAUZUN, LORDS CAERMAR THEN AND BESBOROUGH, 


&c. AND PRAISES MR, WEL TJIE—EXCULPATES THE PRE- 
SIDEN T——CONDEMNS SIR W. CHAMBERS AND THE con- 
MIITEE FOR THEIR BAD MANAGEMENT—PETER TALKS 
OF VISITING THE FRENCH KING AND THE DUKE OP 


ORLEANS, 


WIENE.ER ACADEMICIANS run aſtray, 
Such ſhould the moral PET ERꝰs ſong reclaim— 

Of paint, this Ode ſnall nothing ſing or lay, 
My eagle fatire darts at dif”rent game 

Againſt decorum—1I abhor a Ht nner; 

And therefore laſh the academic dinner. 


Th* ACADEMY, though marvellouſly poor, 

Can once a-year afford to eat : 
By means of kind donations at wa door, 

The members make a comfortable treat. 
Like Gipfees in a barn, around their King, 
That annual meet, to eat, and dance, and ſing. _ 
A feaſt was made of fleſh, fiſh, tarts, creams, jellies, 
To ſuit the various qualities of bellies : 
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Mine grumbl'd to rr alk'd, and be delighted ; 


Vet thourh no meſſage waited on he bard, 


With compliments from academic names, 
The PRINCE of WALES receiv'd a civil card, 
His Grace or ORLEANS too and Dukt FIT. 
Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, E 
A near relation to the man, 
In whoſe poor ſides old Hawke once fix'd his claws, 
Were welcom'd by the Academic Lords, 
Either by writing, or by words, 5 
To come and try the vigour of their jaws. 


: Unfortunately for the modeſt Duzzs, 


The nimble artiſts, all with greyhound looks, 
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able; 
Seiz'd, of the ſynagogue, the higheſt places, 


And left the poor forlorn, their GALLIC GRACES, 


To nibble at the bottom of the table ! 


There ſat, too, my good Lord Caermarthen, 
As one of the Canaille, not worth a farthing! 


But what can titles, virtues, at a feaſt, 


Where glory waits upon the greateſt beaſt ? 


'To ſee a ſtone-cutter and maſon | 
} High mounted o'er thoſe men of quality; 
By no means can our annals blazon 


For feats of courtly hoſpitality, 


I've 
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I've heard, however, one or two were fanners - 
Granted—it doth not much improve their manners. 


They probably, in anſwer, may declare, 
They thought the feaſt juſt like a Hunt; 
In which, as ſoon as ever {tarts the hare, 
Each Nimrod tries to be firſt in upon't: 
As he's the greateſt, midſt the howling fuſs, 
Who / can triumph o'er poor dying russ. 


PzTErs * moſt juſtly rais'd his eyes of wonder, 
And wanted decently to give them grace; 

But bent ON ven {on and- on turbot-plunder, 

A clattering peal of knives and forks took place: 

Spoons, plates, and diſhes, rattling round the table, 

Produc'd a new edition of old Babel. 


They had no ſſomach, o'er a grace to nod; 
Nor /ime enough to offer thanks to Goo _ Ls 
That might be done, they wiſely knew, 
When they had nothing elſe to do. 


His HiGuness entering ſomewhat rather late, 
Could ſcarcely find a knife, or fork, or plate: 
But not one ſingle maiden diſh, | 
Poor gentleman ! of fleſh or fiſh. 
Moſt woefully the paſtry had been paw'd, 
And trembling jellies barbarouſly claw'd, 
"A reſpectable clergyman, and one of the academicians. 


VOL. 1. „ | In 


Thou ſurely would'ſt have brought him better fare — 
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In mort, my gentle N to amaze, 


His Hionxzss pick'd the bones of the R. A. “s. 


O * Weltjie, had thy lofty form been there, 5 | 
And ſeen thy Prince ſo ſerv'd with ſcrap and flop, 


A warm beef-ſteak, perchance, or mutton-chop, 


Thou would'ſt have ſaid. De Prence of Wales, 
% Do too muſb honour to be at der feaſt 5 L- by Cal, 
Vere be can't heb von beet of meat dat's hot, 
& But treated wid de bones juſt like a beaſt. 
& De Prence, he was too great to ſit and eat 
% De bones and leajings of de meat; 
And munſb vat di rty locu- lif d rogues refuſe, 
« By Got! not fit 10 vipe de Prence' 8 ſhoes ? 


Great Beſborough' 8 Earl, Ys came off fecond beſt ; 
His murmuring ſtomach had not half a feaſt ; 


And therefore it was natural to mutter. 


6.0 rectify the fault, with joyleſs looks, 


His Lordſhip bore his belly off to Brookes, 
Who fill'd the grumbler up with bread and butter. 


Sirs! thoſe manceuvres were extremely coarſe— 


This really was the effence of ill-breeding : 
Not for your ſouls could you have treated worſe, 
Bum-bailfs, by this dog-like mode of feeding. 
Grant, you eclips'd a pack of hounds, with glee 
Purſuing, in full cry, the fainting game 
* Prince's German cook, 
| Surpaſs'd 


% 
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Surpaſs'd them, too, in gobling down the prey: 
Still, great R. A.'s, I tell you, Rohn a ſhame: 


Grant, each of you the wond'rous man excell'd, 
Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 
And that each paunch with guttling was ſo /welPd, 


Not one bit more. could paſs your ſwallow-pipe ; 


Grant, that you dar'd ſuch „ng feats diſplay, 
That not a foul of you could walk away; 
Still, midſt the triumph of your gobling fame, 
I tell you, great R. A."s, it was a Fame. 


Grant, you were greas'd up to the noſe and eyes, 
Pour cheeks all ſhining like a lantern's horn, 
With tearing hams and fowls, and giblet pies, 

And ducks, and geeſe, and pigeons newly born: 


Though great, in your opinion, be your fame, 
I tell you, great R. A.'s, it was a ſhame. 


This, let me own—the candour-loving Muſe, 
Moft willingly Six JOSHUA can excuſe, 1 
Who tries the nation's glory to encreaſe; 
Whoſe genius rare is very ſeldom nodding, 
But deep on painting ſubjects . 
To > rival Italy and Greece. 


Bet r pray, SIR * WIIIIAu, what have you to ſay EY 
No ſuch impediment 3 is in your 2 ; 


+ Sir W. Chambers. 
O 2 Genius 
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Genius can't hurt your etiquette attention; 
And, Meſſieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Rigaud, 
Have you a genius to impede you No! 

Nor many a one beſides that I could mention. 


| This year (God willing) I ſhall viſit Anon, [prog : 
And taſte of Lovis, GRAND MonarqQue! the 
Flis GRACE oF ORLEANS, ſo kind, perchance, 
May aſk me to his houſe to pick a frog. 

And yet, what right have I to viſit there Ee 

To ſee a man fo vilely treated here, 


Ye ROYAL ARTISTS, at your future. feaſts, 
I fear you'll make their GRACES downright Da- 
NiELS: | | 
And as the PROPHET din'd amongſt wild beaſts, 
The Dukes will join your pointers and your /famets. 


" O DB £ 
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ODE III. 


_ PETER -GIVETH SAGE ADVICE 10 MERCENARY ARTISTS, AND 
TELLETH A MOST DELECTABLE STORY OF A COUNTRY 
BUMPKIN AND A PERIPATETIC RAZOR-SELLER, 


Forzzanr, my friends, to ſacrifice your fame 
To ſordid gain, unleſs that you are Rarring > : 

L own that hunger will indulgence claim | 
For hard ſtone-heads, and landſcape carving, 

In order to make haſte to ſell and eat ; 

For there is certainly a charm in meat: 

And in rebellious tones, will ſtomachs ſpeak, 

That have not tated victuals for a week. 


But yet there are a mercenary crew, 
Who value fame no more than an old ſhoe ; 
Provided for their daubs they get a ſale; 

Juſt like the man——but ſtay L' tell the tale. 


A FELLOW in a market town, 

Moſt muſical, cried razors up and down, 
And offer'd twelve for eighteen-pence : 

Which certainly ſeem'd wond”rous cheap, 


And for the money quite a heap, 
As ev'ry man would buy with caſh and ſenſe, 


A country bumpkin the great offer heard ; 


Poor Hodge, who ſuffer'd by a broad black beard, 
0 3 | That 
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That feem'd a ſhoe - bruſn ſtuck beneath his noſe; 
With chearfulneſs the eighteen-pence he paid, 
And proudly to himſelf, in whiſpers, ſaid, 
„„This raſcal ſtole the razors, I ſuppoſe.” 


No matter, if the fellow be a knave, 
Provided that the razors ſhave ; 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize. 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went, 
Smiling in heart, and ſoul content, : 
And quickly ſoap'd himſelf to eyes and ears. 


Being well Iather'd from a diſh or tub, 

Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, 
Juſt like a hedger cutting furze : 

"P'was a vile razor !—then the reſt he tried 

All were impoſtors—“ Ah,” Hodge ſigh'd! 

I hwiſh my eighteen pence within my purſe,” 


In vain to chaſe his beard; and bring the graces, 
Hle cut and dug, and winc'd, and ſtamp'd and ſwore | 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blaſphem'd, and made wry 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er. faces, 


His muzz/e, form'd of oppoſition ſtuff, 

Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe its ruff; 
| $0 kept it —laughing at the ſteel and ſuds: 
Hodge in a paſſion ſtretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 


On the vile cheat, that ſold the mourns 5 


| £6 U / 
” Razors 
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66 Razors! : a d—n'd confounded dog, 
Not fit to ſcrape a hog l“ 


Hodge ſought the fellow—found him, and begun— 

« P'rhaps, Maſter Razor-rogue, to you *tis fun, 
That people flea themſelves out of their lives: 

„ You raſcal !—for an hour have I been grubbing, 

„“ Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a ſcrubbing, 
„With razors juſt like oyſter knives : 

« Sirrah ! I tell you, you're a knave, 

« To cry up razors that can't h ve. 


„ Friend,” quoth the razor-man, © I'm not a knave : 
« As for the razors you have bought, 
« Upon my ſoul, I never thought | 
«That they would ſhave.” 


6 Not think they'd ſhave !“ an Hodge with 
wond' ring eyes, 

And voice not much unlike an Indian yell: 

„What were they made for then, you dog?” he cries: 

« Made!” quoth the fellow, with a ſmile Zo ell.“ 
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ODE IV. 
PETER OBSERVETH THE LEX TALIONIVõ. 


Ws tells the world that PRT ER cannot rbyme— 
PETER declares point blank that WEs v can't Pain. 
West ſwears I've not an atom of Sublime— ; 

I ſwear he hath no notion of a | ſaint : 5 


And that his e cherubims are fowls, 
Baptiz d by naturaliſts, owls - 


Half of the meek apoſtles, gangs of robbers: 
His angels, ſets of brazen-headed lubbers. 


The Holy Scripture ſays, “ All fleſh is graſs:— 
With Mr. Weſt, all fleſh is brick and braſs; 
Except his horſe-fleſh, that I fairly own, 
Is often the choiceſt Portland ſtone. 
I've ſaid too, that this artiſt's faces 
Ne'er paid a viſit to the Graces : 


That on Expreſſion he can never brag : 
Yet for this article hath he been ſtudying ; 
But in it, never could ſurpais a pudding 
No, gentle reader, nor a pudding-bag. 


I dare not ſay that Mr. Weſt 
Cannot ſound criticiſm impart : 
I'm told the man with zechnicals is bleſt, 


That he can talk a deal upon the art: 
2 - 1 Ves, 
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Yes, he- can talk, I do not doubt it— _ 
About it, goddeſs, and about it! 


Thus, then, is Mr. We/ deſerving praiſe 
And let my juſtice the fair laud afford: 

For, lo! this far-fam'd artiſt cuts both ways ; 
Exactly lixe the ANGEL GABRIEL” s feord : 


The beauties of the art his con verſe ſhews 
His canvaſs almoſt ev'ry thing that's bad ! 
Thus, at th' academy, we mult ſuppoſe, 
A man more w/eful never could be had: 
Who in himſelf, a 5%, ſo much can do; 
Who is both precept and example too ! : 


ODE v. 


GREAT ADVICE 18 GIVEN TO GENTLEMEN AUTHORS——TO 

Mt. WEBB AND MR. H. WALPOLE PARTICUT ARLY=——PETER 

TAKETH THE PART OF LADY LUCAN=—SHEWETH WON DER= 

FUL KNOWLEDGE IN THE ART OP PAINTING=—ADMINI= . . 
' STERETH OIL OF FOOL, VCULGARLY CALLED PRAISE, TO 

THE 'SQUIRE OF STR&KAWBERRY=-HILL, Z 


Aa MERS ſhould treat of ſtars 5 comets, 


Phyſicians of the bark and vomits: | 
Of apoplexies, thoſe light troops of Death, 


That uſe no ceremony with our breath 
| Ague 
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Ague and dropſy, jaundice and catarrh, 
The grim- look tyrant's heavy horſe of war. 


Farriers ſhould write on farcys and the glanders : 
Bug- doctors only on bed- diſorders: | 
Farmers on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geeſe, and 


N ightmen alone on aromatic odours: is ganders: 


The artiſts ſhould on painting ſolely write : 
Like David, then they may * good m_ indite.” | 
But when the mob of gentlemen 
Break on their province, and take up the pen, 
The Lord have mercy on the art ! 
I'm ſure their gooſe-quills can no light impart. 
This verſe be thine, * 'Squire Webb=—:t is thy due. 
Pray, Mr. Horace Wipes +, what think you ? 


Horace, . art a man of taſte "9 ſenſe, 
Then don't, of folly, be at ſuch expence : 
Do not to t Lavy Lucan pay ſuch court 
Her wiſdom ſurely will not thank thee for't— 
Ah! don't andeavour thus to dupe he, : 
* ſwearing that ſhe 9 Coortr, 


* Author of a Treatiſe on Painting, hs ſeems to diſplay 
more erudition than ſcience, | ; 

FT: A gentleman well known in the literary world, an amateur 

in the graphic line. 

3 A lady of great ingenuity i in the miniature department. 

$ A famous miniature painter in t. time of Cromwell. 
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So groſs the 8 it | fad to ew | 
That verily thou doſt not know _ 

The pow'rs requir'd for copying a pidure, 
And thoſe for copying Dame Nature. 
Alas! a much more arduous matter! 


| $0 don't expoſe thyſelf, but mind my ftrifture, 


Thou'lt ſay it were mere compliment: 
That nothing elſe was thy intent, 

Although it might diſgrace a boy at ſchool ; 
I grant the fact, and think that no man 
Says or writes fillier things to women; 


But ſtill tis making each of you a oak. 


Yet, Horace, think not that I write 
Through ſpite : 
Think not I read thy works with * pain 
Lord! no, thou art a fav'rite with me: - E 
I think thee one of .u5—un bel efprit— 
By Heav'ns! I like the windmill of my brain: : 
It is a pretty and 1 ingenious mill: 


Long may it grind on Strawb'ry-Hill. 


ODE 


I' give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas. 
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OD EV 
PETER STILL CONTINUETH TO GIVE GREAT ADVICE, AND 


TO EXHIBIT DEEP REFLECTION=—HE TELLETH A MIRA®. 


CULOUS STORY. 


TERERE is a knack in doing many a thing, 


Which labour cannot to perfection bring: 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes, 
Pray do not hints from other folks deſpiſe : 


A fool on former creat, at times may Rte, 
And conſequently be a good adviſer : 

On which, for ever, your w/e men may fumble, 
And never be a whit the wiſer. 


Ves! I adviſe you, for there's wiſdom in't, 


Never to be ſuperior to a hint 
The genius of each man with keenneſs view 
A bark, from this, or t'other, caught, 


May kindle, quick as thought, 


A glorious bonfire up, in you. 


A queſtion of you, let me beg 
Of fam'd Columbus and his eggs 
Pray, have you heard? Yes,”—O then, if you , 
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PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS. 
| A TRUE STORY» 

& BRACE of innert, for no good; 

Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 


Who, at Loretto, dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 
And in a fair white wig, look'd wond'rous fine. 


Fifty long miles had thoſe ſad rogues to travel 


With ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than gravel: 


In ſhort, their toes, ſo gentle, to amuſe, 
The prieſt had order'd peas into their ſhoes : 


A noftrum famous in old Popiſh times 

For purifying ſouls that ſtunk with crimes z 
A ſort of apoſtalic ſalt, . 
That Popiſh parſons for its powers exalt 

For keeping ſouls of ſinners Jeuect, 

Juſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps meat. 


The knaves ſet off on the ſame day, 

Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray 
But very diff 'rent was their ſpeed, I wot: 

One of the ſinners gallop'd on, | 

| Light as a bullet from a gun; 

The other limp'd, as if he had been ſoot. 
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One ſaw the VIRGIN ſoon—peccavi cried— 
0 Had his ſoul white-waſh'd all ſo clever ; 
Then home again he nimbly hied, 
Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for e ever. 


In coming ek” however, let me - ſay, 

He met his brother rogue about half way 
Hobling with out- ſtretch'd bum and bending knees, 
Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peas: 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 
Deep iy 8 with his groaning ſeet. 


dor! the light- rand, white-waſh'd pilgrim 
& You lazy lubber !” bt [ broke— 
Ods curſe it, cried the other, tis NO johe—— 
My teet, once hard as any rock, 
„% Are now as ſoft as bubber. _ 


Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that 1 fear— 
As for Loretto, I ſhall not get there ; 
No ! to the dev'l my finful ſoul mutt go, 
For damme if I ha'n't loſt ev'ry toe. 
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But, brother ſinner, do explain 
How tis that you are not in pain; 

„% What Pow'n hath work'd awonder for your toes: 
Whilſt 7, juſt like a ſnail, am crawling, 


Now ſwearing, now on ſaints devoutly bawling, 
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„% Whilft not a raſcal comes to eaſe my woes? 


« How 
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„ How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 
Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, burn ye! 
af Why,” cried the other, grinning, “ you mull Ino u. 
That juſt before L ventur'd on my journey, 
« To walk a little more at eaſe, 
6 I took the liberty to boil my peas.” 


ODE vn. 


PETER GRINNETH. 


— 


| Yowno men, be cautious of each critic word, 
That blaſphemous may much offence afford— 
I mean, that wounds an ancient maſter s fame: 
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veroneſe, 
Your length'ning phiz, let admiration ſeize, 


And throw up both your eyes at n s name. 


Ev'n by a printſhop ſhould you chance to paſs, - 
Revere their effigy inſide the glaſs : 

Juſt as with Papiſts, the religious care is 
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrow- bones 
To bees-wax ſaints, bon-dieux of ſtones, 


And beech, or deal, or AION Vini * 


What'er their errors, they no more remain, 
For time, 1 fullers'- earth, takes out each ſtain; 
11 Nay 
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Nay more - on faults that modern a would tarniſh . 
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Time ſpreads a ſacred coat of varniſh. 


Spare not on brother artiſts? backs, the laſh; 
Put a good wire m't—let it ub; 

Since ev'ry ſtroke with int'reſt is repaid : 
For though you cannot kill the man outright ;_ 
Yet by this effort of your rival fpite, 

Fifty to one if you don't ſpoil his grade. 
His ruins may be feathers for your neſt 


The maxim's not amiſs—probatum e/t, : 
ODE VIII. 


THE FOET ENQUIRES INTO THE STATE oF THE EXHIBITION 
 —LASHES FATHER TIME FOR MAKING GREAT GENIUSESs 
AN D DESTROYING THEM—PRAISES REYNOLDS—FANCIES 
A VERY CURIOUS DIALOGUE BETWEEN KING ALEXANDER 
AND THE DEER, THE SUBJECT OF MR. WEST'S FICTURES— 
TURNS TO MR, WEST'S RESURRECTION, 


Wii, Muſe! what is there in the exhibition? 
How thrive the beauties of the graphic art ? 
| Whoſe racing genius ſeems in beſt condition 
For 6LORY'S plate to fart ? 
Say what ſly rogues old Fame catole D 
Speak, - ho hath brib'd her trumpet, or who ole? 
For much is prais'd that ought in fires to mourn— 
Nay, what would ev'n 3 a fire to burn, 


What 
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What artiſt boaſts a work ſublime, | 1 
That mocks the teeth of raging Time? | | —_— 
Old fool! who, after he hath form'd with pains, E 
A genius rare, | 
To make folks fare, 
Knocks out his brains : : 
Like children, dolls creating with Kh brags; 
Then tearing all their handy works to rags. 


Lo! ReyNoLDs ſhines with undiminiſbd ray! 
Keeps, like the Bird of Jove, his diſtant way 
Vet, ſimple portrait ſtrikes too oft our eyes, 
Whilſt HIS T' RT, anxious for his pencil, ſighs. 


We don't deſire to ſee on canvaſs live, 
The copy of a jowl of lead; 

When for th' original we would not give 
A ſmall pin's head. | | 


This year, of picture, Mr. Wes 
Is quite a Patagonian maker 
He knows that Bull is not a jeft'5 
So gives us painting by the acre : 


But ah | this artiſt s bruſh can never brag” 
Upon KING ALEXANDER and the STAG ; 
For as they play'd at loggerheads, a rubber, 
We ſurely ought to ſee a handſome battle, 
Between the MONARCH and the PIECE OF CATTLE 2 
N each keeps his diſtance, like a lubber. 
P 3. 5 1 His. 
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His Ma3zsTY, upon his breech laid low, 
Seems preaching to his horned foe 
Obſerving what a very wicked thing 
To hurt the ſacred perſon of a Kino : 


And ſeems, about his buſineſs, to entreat him 
To march, for fear the hounds ſhould eat him. 
The STaG appears to ſay, in plaintive note, 
« I own, KING ALEXANDER, my offence : 
% True ! I've not ſhew'd my loyalty, nor ſenſe ; 
4 So bid your huntſmen come and cut my throat.“ 


The cavalry, adorn'd with fair ſtone bodies, 
Seem on the dialogue with wonder ftaring ; 

And on theit flinty backs, a ſet of NODDIES, 
Not one braſs farthing for their MASTER, caring. 


Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty ſpear 
_ Fo ſave the owner of the Scottiſh crown; 
Which harmleſs hanging o'er the gaping deer, 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down. 


Another on a Pegaſus, comes flying ! 
His phiz, his errand much belying ; | 
For if he means to baſe the beaſt ſo cruel, 

God knows, tis with a face of wwater-gruel. 


So then, ſweet Muſe, the picture boaſts no merit 
As flat as diſh-water, or dead ſmall-beer— 
Or, what the mark is tolerably near, 

As heads of aldermen, devoid of ſpirit. 


Well 


PETER PIN DAR, Esg. 163 


— 


— 


Well then! turn round—view t' other {ide the room, 
And ſee his Sa vloun mounting from the tomb: 
Is is piece too with painting fins ſo cramm' d 
Born to encreaſe the number of the damn'd F- 


My ſentiments by no means I refuſe— 
Was our REDEEMER like that wretched thing, 
I do not wonder that the cunning Jews 


Scorn'd to acknowledge him' for KING. 


ODE IX. 


PETER MORALISETH,* AND GIVETH GOOD ADVICE, 


Envy and JEALOUSY, that pair of devils, 
Stuff d, like Pandora's box, with wond'rous evils, 
I hate, abhor, abominate, deteſt : . 
Like CiIncE, turning man into a beaſt. 


Beneath their cankering breath no bud can blow; 
Their black ning pow'r reſembles /mut in corn, 
Which kills the riſing ears that ſhould adorn, 

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow. 


Vet, fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns : 
Their poiſon ſwells too many an artift's veins : 
_ - Draws from each lab'ring heart the fearful gh, , 
And caſts a Ca gloom on ev'ry eye. 
BRusk- 
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To any, is ſuperior ſcience giv'n- 


But I abhor a rape on MisrRESAS BAE 


. Young forward bullies ſeize her round the wait ; 
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BRUSHMEN ! accept the counſel PęrER ſends, 


Who ſcorns th' acquaintance of this brace of fiends: 


Should any with uncommon talents tow'r ; 


O, let the weaker feel their happy pow'r ; 
Like plants that triumph in the dews of Heav'n. 


Be pleas'd like REvNoLDs to direct the oy 


Unfolds the aaple volume of his mind, 
With genius ſtor'd, and Nature's ſimple truth: 


Who, though a SUN, reſembles. not his aber, 
Whoſe beams, ſo full of jealouſy, conſpire, 
Whene” er admitted to the room to ſinother 


The humble kitchen or the 8 ur fire... 


* 


„ 
PETER SPEAKETH FIGURATIVELY——ACCOMMODATETH HIM» 


SELF TO VULGAR READERS—LASHETH PRETENDERS TO 


FAME—CONCLUDETH MERRILY. 


A MODEST love of praiſe 1 do not blame 


Although the lady is exceeding chaſte, 


| Swear 
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| Swear, nolens volens, that ſhe ſhall be kiſr'd ; 
And though ſhe vows ſhe does not lite ein, 
Nay, threatens for their impudence to Sr em, 


The ſaucy raſcals ſtil Pell. 


Reader !—of images le” s no confuſion 
Thou, therefore, underſtandf the bard's alluſion 7 
Hut poſſibly thou haſt a Thie head; 

And, therefore, no vaſt quantity of brain 
Why, then, my precious PIG OF LEAD, - 

Tis neceſſary to explain. 


Some artiſts, if I ſo may call em, 

80 ignorant, (the foul fiend maul em!) 
Mere driv'lers in the charming art, 

Are vaſtly fond-of being prais'd ; | 

Wiſh to the ſtars, like Blanchard, to be rais'd ; 
And rais'd they ſhould be, Reader from a cart. 


If diſappointed in ſome S xx ron's tongue; 
Upon themſelves they pour forth proſe or long 3 ; 
Or buy it in ſome venal paper, 
And then heroically vapour. 


What prigs to immortality aſpire, 
Who ſtick their traſh around the room 
Traſh meriting a very diffrent doom 
I mcan the warmer regions of the fire / 


Heav'n 
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Heav'n knows that I am anger'd to the ſoul, 
To find ſome blockheads of their works fo vain— 
So proud to ſee them hanging cheek-by-jowvl, 


With i *, what pow'rs hes high fame ſuſtain: 
To wond'rous merit, their pretenſion 
On ſuch vicinity ſuſpenſion; 
Brings to my mind a not unpleaſant ſtory, 
Which, gentle Readers, let me lay before ye : 


A foal by fellow chanc'd, one day, to meet 
The ERITIsH Rosctus in the ſtreet: 
Garrick, on whom our nation juſtly brags 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kind embrace 
* Good Sir, I do not recollect your face,, | 
Quoth Garrick. —< No!“ reply'd the man of rags. 


The boards of Drury you and J have trod 
Full many a time together, I am ſure.” 
« When ?” with an oath, cry'd „ IOn os for, 
6c by 6 5 7 
never ſaw that face of yours before 
„% What characters, I pray, 
% Did you and. I together play?“ 
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« Lord!” quoth the fellow, *think not that I mock— 
66 When you play d HAMLET, Sir, J play'd the 
„„ : 
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The Prei dent. 
"4 In the Ghoſt Scene. 5 


ODE 
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ODE Bt 


FETER TALKETH SsENSIBEVY, AND KNOWINGL Y=—RECO Ms 


MENDETH IT TO ARTISTS TO - PREFER PICTURES FOR 
THEIR MERIT—DISCOVERE TH MUSICAL KNOWLEDGE, AND 
SHEWETH,. THAT HE NOT ONLY HATH-KEPT COMPANY 


WITH FiD-LERS, BUT FIDDLE-MAKERS—HE SATIRIZETH 
THE PSEUDO-COGNOSCEN TI==PRAISETH HIS INGENIOUS 


- NEIGHBOUR SIR JOSHUA, 


Bx not impos'd on by a name 


But bid your eye the picture's merit trace: 
PovssiN, at times, in outline may be lame, 
And Gvido's angels deſtitute of grace. 


Vet lo! a picture of ſome famous ſchool z 


A warranted old daub of reputation, 


Where charming PAINTING'S alme/} ev'ry rule 


 Hath ſuſfer'd almo/? ev'ry violat ion; 


Oft hath been gaz'd at by devouring eyes, 8 
Where NATURE) baniſh'd from the e 8 


So ſome old Ducheſs, as a badger grey; ; 


Her ſnags, by TIME, ſure DEN TIST, fuatch 'd azvay, 


With long, lank, flannel cheeks ; 
Where AGE in ev'ry wrinkl'd feature, 
Unto the poor, weak, ſhaking creature, 
Of death, unwelcome tidings, ſpeaks 3 
. D 
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Draws from the gaping mob the envying look, 


Becauſe her owner chanc'd to be a duke. 


How: many paſte-board rocks, and iron ſeas 
How many torrents old, of fill lone water; 
How many brooms and broomfticts meant for zrees, 
Becauſe the fancy d labours of Sarvaror ®, 
Whoſe pencil, too, moſt groſsly may have blunder d, 
Have brought the bleſt per many a hundred. 


Thus prove a crowd, a STAIXERT, or Amari; 
No matter ſor the fiddle's ſound : 

The fortunate per ſhall not bate ye 
A doit of fifty, nay. a hundred pounds: 

And though what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep, | 

Shall in an hundred: pounds be deem'd dog-cheap. 


It tickles one exceſſively to hear, 
Wiſe prating pedants the Old Maſters praiſe 3 
Damning by wholeſale, with ſarcaſtic 262 
The wretched, works of modern days; 
Making at living wights ſuch fatal puſhes, 


As if not good enough to wipe their bruſhes. 


* Salvator Roſa. 
. + A German fiddle-maker. 
A maker of the fiddles called Cremonas. 
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And yet on each wiſe cognoſcents als, 
Who ſhall for hours on paint and ſculpture din ye; 
A perſon with facility may paſs _ 
- Rrcavup for RayrHatL—Bacon for Braxixrz 
| or little as an OvEN to VESUvius, 
Wilt TYLER for PaLLADIO or -ViTrRuvius! 


One would imagine, by the mad*ning fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient ſchools, 
And vilify the works of modern brains; 
They think poor Mother Nature's art is fled, 
That now ſhe cannot make a head, 
Who took with old Italian nobs ſuch pains ; 
Nay, to a driv'ler turn'd, her pow'r ſo ſunk is, | 
Tame foul! that nothing now ſhe makes but monkiess 


Lock at your fav'rite REYNOLDS,” is theirftrain,— 
% Allow'd by all, the f in Europe's eyes: | 
* One atom of repute can N gain, ſmgh? 
“ When TirIAx, RuBens, and VANDYKE, are 
„Can RETN OLDS live near RayHaAtL's matchleſs 
Yes, blinckards ! and with equal luſtre ſhine ! Cline?“ 


ol. t. 1 _ ODE 
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OD'E XIE 


PETER ENCREASETH IN WISDOM AND ADVISETH WISELY — 
SEEMETH ANGRY AT THE ILLEBERALITY OF NATURE 


IN THE AFFAIR OF HIS GOOD ACQUAINTANCE, THE LORD 
HIGH * CHANCELLOR OF ENGLAND AND MR. PEPPER 


 ARDEN-—PETER TREATETH HIS READERS WITH LOVE - 


VERSES OF PAST TIMES. 


Copy not Nature's form v9 cloſely, 
Whene'er ſhe treats your /iter gro/ly: 
For when ſhe gives deformity for grace, 

5 Pray ſhew a little mercy to the face. 
Indeed, *twould be but charity to flatter 

Some dreadful works of ſeeming drunken Nature. 


As, for example—let us now ſuppoſe 
_ TuvrLow's black ſcowl, and PEPPER ARDEN'S noſe 
But when your pencil's pow'rs are bid to trace 
The ſmiles of DEvoxnsnIRE—DUNCANNON'S grace— 
To bid the bluſh of beauteous CAMPBELL riſe, 
And wake the radiance of AvcvusTA's * eyes, 
(Gad! Muſe, thou art beginning to grow loyal, J 
And paint the graces of the PRINCESS ROYAL : 
Try all your art—and when your toils are done, 


You ſhew a flimſy meteor for a ſun. 


* Second daughter of the King. 
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Or ſhould your {kill attempt her face and air, 
Who fir'd my heart, and fix d my roving eye 

The Loves, who robb'd a world to make her fair, 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 


Sweet NYMPH !—but, Reader, take the ſong 
Which CyxTr14's charms alone inſpir'd; 
That left of yore the poet's tongue, | 
When Love his raptur'd fancy fir'd. 


SONG. „ 
FROM ger, alas! whoſe ſmile was ire, 5 


I wander to ſome lonely cell: | 
My ſighs too weak the maid to move, * 
1 bid the fatterer HOPE farewel ! , 


Be all her Syren arts forgot, 
That fill'd my boſom with alarms : 
Ah! let her crime—a /ittle ſpot, 
Be loſt amidſt her lage of charms. 


As on I wander flow, my ſighs, 
At ev'ry ſtep for Cynthia mourn : 
My anxious heart within me dies, 


And, ſinking, whiſpers, «© Oh, return.“ 


Deluded heart thy folly know 

Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame 

By abſence thou ſhalt loſe thy woe, 

And only flutter at her name. | 
2 REA D ERS! 
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Reavers! I own the ſong of love is ſebeet. 
5 Mo pleaſing to the ſoul of gentle PETER: 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat, 

O gentle Sirs, and in the ſame ſweet metre. 


_ — e — F 
f . a + - rr 
oy 
Wy as, per 


a li err IR Se ED amen, 5 
—— wn 95895 ! 1 * 
5 5 tot 5 7 D 
oY 2 r * * eri 
A ac — . * — ; 
* - _— 4 . 
- X nr , 
— rr 0 * 
— —— . — 


Ix 23 e 
G. 7 8 


SONG 
T0 


DELIA 


SAY, lonely MAD with down-caſt eye 

_ O Delta, ſay, with cheek ſo pale, 

What gives thy heart the length/ned ſigh, 
That tells the world a mournjl tale ? 


Thy tears, that thus each other chace, 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe: 

Thy ſighs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 
Which ſouls like Shine ſhould never know. 


O!] tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, . 
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty ſlight; 
And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 


That lip, and Boſom of delight ? 


. — 


Perhaps to nymphs of other ſhades, 
He feigns the ſoft impaſſion'd tear, 

With ſongs their-eaſy faith invades, 
That treach'rous won % witleſs ear. 
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8 


3 


3 


Let not hoe maids thy envy move, 

For whom his heart may ſeem to pine 
That heart can ne'er be bleſt with love, 
| Whoſe guilt could force a pang from Hine. 


0D A. 
PIOUS PETER ACKNOWLEDGETH GREAT OBLIGATIONS TO 
THE REVEREND MR, MARTIN LUTHER—YET  LAMENT= 
ETH THE EFFECTS OF THIS PARSON'S REFORMATION, ON 


PAINTING. 


: W E Protetints owe much to Martin Lur HER, 


Who found to heav'n a ſhorter way, and ſmoother ; 

And ſhall not ſoon repay the obligation. 
MazTiN againſt the Papiſts got the laugh; 

Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 

BS whiteneſs —bled and bang'd unto /alvation 2 


As if ſuch drubbings could expel their ſins; 

As if that Pow's, whoſe works with awe we view, 
Grac'd all our backs with ſets of comely {kins, 

Then order'd us to beat them Bac and Le. 


Well, then, we muſt confeſs for certain, 
That much we own to Mr. Martyn, 
=. ho alter'd, for the better, our religion 
Vet, by it, glorious PAINTING much did loſe 
Was pluck'd, poor Gonptss! like agooſes ũ& 
Or, for the rhyme-ſake, like a pigeon. 
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OY 


Mad at the IWhore of Balyion, and Bull, 
Down from the churches men began to pull 
Pictures, that long had held a lofty ſtation 
Pictures of Saints, of pious reputation, 

For curing, by a miracle, the ills, 


That now ſo ſtubborn yield not to devotions, 
But unto bliſters, boluſſes, and potions, 


That make ſuch handſome Ppothecary's bills, 


Down tumbl'd Ax THON Y, who preach'd to Gral 


And he * who held diſcourſes with a hog, 
That, grunting after him, io us'd to jog, 


Came down by favour of long ſticks _ bats. 


The ſaints who grin'd on ſpits like ven'fon rolling. 


Broiling on gridir' ns- bak king in an oven; 
Or on a fork, like cheeſe of Cheſhire, t09fting, 

Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hoof ſo cloven, 
All humbl'd, to the ground were forc'd to fall 


Spits, forks, and gridir'ns, ovens, dev'l and all. 


Even faints of poor Old England's Ereeding. 


In wonders many foreign ones exceeding; 


Our hot reformers did as roughly handle: 


In troth, poor harmleſs ſouls ! they met no quarter; 
But down they tumbl'd, miracle and martyr : 


Put up in lots, and ſold by inch of candle. 


* Commonly known by the name of Pio ANTHONY, 


Had: 
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_ Had we been Papiſts Lord! we {till had ſeen 
Devils, and devils mates, young pimping lyars, 
Tempting the bluſhing NUNs of frail fifteen, | 

With gangs of ogling, roſy, wanton FRIARS : 
Which nuns ſo pure, no love-ſpeech could „ 

Who ſarv'd the body to pre/zrve the ſoul. 


Then had we ſeen St. DExxis with his head 

Freſh in his hand, and with affection, Ang 
As if the nob, that from his ſhoulders fled, 

By knife or broad-{word, never had been miſſing 2 
Then had we ſeen, upon their friendly coating, | 
Saints on the waves, like gulls and wigeons, floating. 


I've ſeen a ſaint on board a ſhip, 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papiſts pray, 
Well flogg'd from item to ſtern, by birch and whip, 
Poor wooden fellow.! twenty times a-day : 


Pull'd by the wala, and kick'd—call'd lubber, owl, 


To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul ! 
And often hie hath brought a proſp'rous gale, 
When pray'rs and curſes have been found to fail. 


This, had we Papiſts been, had grac'd our churches, 
Saint, ſeamen, noſe-pulling, kicks, whips, and birches. 


ODE 


1 
| 
| 
0 
1 
[| 


— 


* o 
CS * 0 
c 
* F 1 =» 


2 


2 


Re nee e, FFTPFPFP ORC 7 AMBER, 291 ED ITE Kee 


n "EO RES 3 Q 
N — r r ee = = 
c ON Gar Irs t- op panties — Spe 1 — — 


ee NG e IO 


eee 
* WR 


a 4 * 
= , * 
* i) 
&. 
' * 1 
£ 
£ g 
i : 14 
£ ; 
" F: 
1 4 
3 J 
5 
£ 4 
* 
2 1 
* * 
FS 2 
T a 
1 v , 
„ d 85 
3 
= > 
= 2 
-F N 
. 
£ 
* 8 
= &/ 
-} : 
=3 > 
7 
oy 
- of 
þ - 
4 
FL 2 
7 - 
ö 4 
£ 147 
5 5 1 5 
by * * 
5 5 5 
72 1 1 4 F 2 « 
: : 1 L 
: [3 
- f 8 \ 
N 2 *. 
: _ 3 
1 
1 7 70 an 
j 11 
I" $ 
q 
E by 
. FE 
15 13 
7 : LF. 
- £ 43A 
2 1 % 1 R 
21 Y 1 
+ : 8 : 
1% * 2 Ys 
* Þ 235 4 
„ $ ? . Y 
18 35 
i 19 J 
- N 
1 | : 
= : K 
＋ FF WEE 46 
* 39 
* "1 
(E1 — 
2 8 + 4.88 
© 19 
© 1 , 4: 
. 5 
; q 
* 
D T 1 
3 WEE 
5 . ** 
1 4 
_ 
. 
4 7 A L 
e 
N 4 3 i 1 
+ xz 4 14 
3 
©" Wi? 
Ft 5 & 4 , 
FRE 4 
= 4 7 5 
3 Wo N 
1 + 
* . 4 5 
> q Y ed 
4 5 LS 
13 2 
WE: : 
Ry : . 
7 7 1 
1 „ 
£ : 
7 F 3. 
= 2: . 4 4 
= 5 
9 + 
: 0X 1 
AN. 3 
47 4 by Y 5 
8 Ft 
2 1 
"TS * p 
A 
| = ny 
: - F233: 
1 2 13 . 
5 11 
; BOY 6 
4 
8 4 *Þ 
* . 
= . 4 ; 
8 ; p | F 
, 12 5 
_ - fa 
4 1 1 — 
PS” $1 &L 
* F 
» 0 ! 
4 3 t * 
. ky L [1 6 
74 4 wo 
I% \ $ 
13 5 
3 1 
1 
5 & 
7 
£23.55 x q 
* 5 1 7 
7 17 1 \ 
35 5 Ez 
£39 > © Z 
3 : 
1 - 
4 * 3 4 
7 91 £ 
4 EY 5 : 
N * = S 
2 WES : 
Ez 7 
> 4 : q 
$4 £38. 
1 3 
1. 1 
| l q 1 ++ 
4 1 1 2 7 
Ft U 8 $ L 
- * "XX: . 
N * 
4 g al Y 
7 4 * 
f £3 
Ty: 
z 4 3 
by 
: * 
! 
a 3 
f $ 
4 
4 


4 
14 
3 
x 


Who ſtole into thakgle 


* — ans» 1 LA 4s » * r Kew 
Ae bn ene * 
, rg f 5 


1y6 THE WORKS OF 


"UE AV. 


PETER ATTACKETH THE EXOTIC R. Abs. 


Vr ROYAL SIRSI FER: 1 pid adicu, 

Loet me inform you, /ome deſerve my praiſe ; 
But truſt me, gentle Squires, ye are but few 
Whoſe names would not % grace my lays : 
You'll fay, with grinning, ſharp, ſarcaſtic : face, 
We mult be bad indeed, if that's the caſe 

Why, if in truth I muſt declare. 
So, gentle *Squires, you really are. 


I'm greatly pleas'd, I muſt allow, 
To ſee the foreigners beat Helloab. 
me the Lord knows Lows : 


I hope to God no more will follow : 


Who, curs'd with a poor ſniv'hng ſpirit, 


Mere never known to vote for merit. 


Poor narrow-minded imps, 
Hanging together juſt like ſhrimps. 
I own, (fo little they have merited, * 

That from yon noble dome, 

Made almoſt an Italian and French home, 
I long to ſee the vermin ferretted. . 


Vet where's the houſe, however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid cf all its rats? | 


Ors 
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Or, if a prettier ſimile may pleaſe, 

Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 

Or, if a prettier fill—what London rugs 
Have not, at times, been viſited by bugs ? 


O DE 3. 
PETER TAXETH LEAVEa=DISPLAYETH WONDERFUL LEARN® 


ING==SEEMETH SORRY TO PART WITH HIS READER gow 
ADMINISTERETH CRUMBS OB COMPORT, - 


Mr deareſt Readers | 'tis with grief I tell, 
That now for ever I muſt bid farewell 


„ 1 = 
2 ay Rr TT 


Glad, if an Ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 
Palete « ; 
| And if you like the Lyric PRI oddity ; 
Plaudite. | 
Rich as a Jew am I in Latian 3 
So, claſſic Readers, take a ſentence more: 
Pulchrum eft monſtrari digito et dicier hic gt 
Says JuvENnAL, who lov'd a bit of fame 
In Engliſh—Ah ! *tis ſweet amongſt the thickeſt 
To be found out, and n at by name. 


To hear the ferinking GREAT 2 « that's PETER, 
Who makes much immortality by metre: 

„Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 
And cares no more for Kings, than Kings for him!” 


”- 0, vet 
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Yet one word more, before we part 
Should any take it grievouſly to heart; 
Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin, 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a-pin, 
Put on a poor deſponding face, and pine, 
Becauſe that PETER the Divine 
Reſolves to give up Painting Odes: 
By all the rhyming Goddeſſes and Gods, 
I here, upon a poet's word, proteſt, 
That if it is the world's requeſt, 

That I again in Lyrics ſhould appear, 
Lo! rather than be guilty of the ſin | 
Of loſing George THE THIRD one SUBJECT'S ſhin, 

My Lyric Bagpipe ſhall be tun'd next year. 
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Prima Syracoſio, dignata eſt ludere Verſu 
Noſtra, nec erubuit Sylvas habitare Thalia; 
Cum Canerem Reges et Prælia, Cynthius Aurem 


Vellit et admonuit 5 VIX G. 


CANTO I. 
Tur LOUSEI ſing, that from ſome head unknown, 


Yet born and educated near a throne, 
Dropp'd down—(fſo will'd the dread decree of Fate, ) 
With legs wide ſprawling, on the M——ch's plate: 
Far from the raptures of a wirE's embrace; 
Far from the gambols of a tender RACE, 

Whole little feet, with care, he taught to tread 
Amidſt the wide dominions of the head; 
Led them to daily food, with fond delight, 
And taught the tiny wand'rers where to Bite; 
'To hide, to run, advance, or turn their tails, 
When hoſtile combs attack'd, or vengeful nails; 
Far from thoſe pleaſing ſcenes ordain'd to roam, 
Like wiſe Ulyſſes, from his native home; 


Yet, 
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Yet, like that sa GE, tho' forc'd to roam and mourn— 
Like him, alas! not fated to return ; | 
Who, full of rags and glory, ſaw his Bor. 
And wiFE + again, aud dog f that died for joy. 
Down dropp'd the luckleſs LOUSE, with fear appall'd, 
And wept his wife and children as he ſprawl'd. 
Thus on a promontory's miſty brow, | 
The rokr's eye, with ſorrow, ſaw a cow 

Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and ſheep, 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy ſteep: 
No more to reign a queen amongſt the cattle, 
And urge her rival beaux, the bulls, to battle; 
She fell 6, rememb'ring ev'ry roaring lover, 
With all her wild courants in fields of clover. 

Now on his legs, amidft a thouſand woes, 

The LOUSE, with judge-like gravity, aroſe : 
He wanted not a motive to entreat him— 

Beſide the horror that the K * ® might eat him— 
The dread of gaſping on the fatal fork, 

Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork ; 

Or drowning midſt the ſauce in diſmal dumps, 
Was full enough to make him ſtir his ſtumps. 
Vain hope of ſtealing unperceiy'd away ! 

He might as well have tarried where he lay. 


- * Telemachus. 
+ Penelope. 
+ argue for whoſe hiſtory ſee the Odyſſey. 
| 8 moriens dulces reminiſcitur Argos. 


Seen 
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Seen was this LOUSE, as with the Royal brood 
Our hungry K-— amus'd himſelf with food; 


Which proves, (though ſcarce believ'd by one in ten) 
That kings have appetites like common men; 

And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 
They feed on more ſubſtantial Ruff than air. 
Paint, heav'nly Muſe, the look, the very look, 

That of the S—v'r—gn's face poſſeſſion took, - 
When firſt he ſaw the LOUSE, in ſolemn ſtate, 
Grave as a Spaniard, march acroſs the plate! 

Yet, could a LOUSE a Britiſh King ſurpriſe, 
And, like a pair of ſaucers, ſtretch his eyes? 
The little tenant of a mortal HEAD, 

Shake the great RULER of three realms with DREAO? 
Good Lord! (as ſomebody ſublimely fings,) 
What great effects arife from tile things = 
As many a loving nymph and ſwain can tell, 
1 Who, following Nature's 8 have low'd ico well 


Net with more horror did his eyes behdid 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old, 
When triumph hung upon his plotting brains, 
And dear PREROGATIVE was juft in chains: 
Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convullive on the patriotic Burke, 
When guilty:of œconomy, the crime! 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true ſulli ime, 
And, cat-like, watchful of the fleſh and fiſh, 
Cribb? d from the r-y-l table 1 a diſu 


vor. I. | R Saw 
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fa ev'ry 8 of en and hater out, 

Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut; 

And gaug'd (compos'd upon no ſneaking ſcale) 
The Monarch's belly, like a caſk of ale; 
Convinc'd that, in his ſcheme of ſtate- ſalvation, 

To flarve * the PALACE, was to /ave the NATION: 
Not more aghaſt he look'd, when, midſt the courſe, 
He tumbl'd, in a ftag-chace, from his horſe, 
Where all his nobles deem'd their M= ch dead, 
But, luckily, he pitch'd upon his u EA bp! 


Not vENISON EATERS at the vaniſh'd Far, 
With ſtomachs wider than a Quaker's hat: 
Not with more Horror Mr. Serjeant PLIANT 
Looks down upon an empty-handed chent : 
Not with more horror ſtares the rural MAID, 

Buy hopes, by fortune-tellers, dreams, betray'd, 

Who ſees her ticket a dire blani ariſe, | 

Too fondly thought the twenty-thouſand prize, 
With which the ſimple damſel meant, no doubt, 
To bleſs her faithful fav'rite, CoLin CLovr. 


* His Mo—y was really reduced, ſome 1 "TOW to a moſt 
mortifying dilemma : 'The apples at; dinner-time having been, by 
too great a liberality to the Royal children, expended, the K—g 
ordered a ſupply, but was informed that the Boà R or GREEN 
CLoTna would ph allow no more. Enraged at the unex- 
pected and wnroyal diſſappointment, he furiouſly put his hand 
into his pocket, took out ſix-pence, ſent a PAGE for two-penny- 
worth of pippins, and received the change / 
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Not with more horror ſtares each lengthen'd feature, 
Of ſome fine, fluttering, mincing, petit maitre, 
When of a wanton chimney-ſweeping wag, 

The beau's white veſtment feels the ſooty bag : 
Not with more horror did the Devil look, 
When Dunſtan by the noſe the dæmon took, 
(As gravely ſay our legendary ſongs) 

And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 
Not Lady WoRSLEY, chaſte as many a nun, 
Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun, 
When rais'd on high, to view her naked charms, 
He held the peeping Captain 1 in his arms; 
Like David, that moſt am'rous little dragon, 
Ogling ſweet Bathſheba without a rag on. 


Not more the great Sam Hovss * with horror ſtar's 
By mob affronted to the very beard ; e 
Whoſe impudence (enough to damn a jail) 

Snatch'd from his waving hand his Fox's tail, 

And ſtuff'd it, *midft his thunders of applauſe, 

Full in the center of Sam's gaping jaws, 

That forcing down' his patriotic throat, 

Of Fox and Freedom !” ſtop'd the glorious note; 


In Weſtminſter-Hall, where the /enſe (the Author was juſt 
about to ſay nonſenſe) of the people was to be taken on an 


election, 
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Not with more horror BILLY RAuus * ſtar'd, 

When Pure in the P—ce's hair-dreſſer, appear'd 
Amidſt their eating- room, with dread deſign, 
To. with PAGES, and with PAGES dine / 


Not with more horror Gro'srer's Ducnrss ſtar'd, 
When (bleſt in metaphor!) the K declar'd, 5 
That not of all her mongrel breed, one wwhelp 
Should in the royal Kennel ever gyelp e 


Not more that man ſo * ſo unprepar'd, 
The gentle Sguink of LEATHERHEAD f, was ſear 'd, 
When after pray'rs ſo good, and rare a ſermon, 
He found his FRONT attack d by fierce Miſs VERNON; 


* Billy ae RY at EF called by his 
My Billy Ramus. One of the pages who ſhave the S—n, airs 
his ſhirts, reads to him, writes for him, and colleQs anecdotes, 

+ Puff, his R-y-l H-ghn-fs's hair-dreſſer, who attending him 
at Windſor, the P—nce, with his uſua] good-nature, ordered 
him to dine with the AGES. The pride of the Pages imme- 
diately took fire, and a petition was diſpatched to the K— and 
the P—ce, to be relieved from the diftreſsful circumſtance of 
dining with a hair-drc{:r. "The petition was treated with the 
proper contempt, and the Pages commanded to receive Mr. 
Puff into their meſs, or quit the table. With unſpeakable mor- 
tification Mr. Ramus and his brethfen ſubmitted ; but, like the 
poor Gentoos who have loſt their Caft, have not held up their 
heads fince. 1 

1 Kynaſton i is the 3 name of the 3 aſſailed by this 

furious Maid of Honour, for his diſapprobation of the lady as 
an acquaintance ſor his wifes t | 
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Wo meant (Thaleſtris-like, diſdaining fear!) 
To pour her FooT in thunder on his REAR; | 
Who, in Gop's houſe *, without one grain of grace, 
Spit, like a VIXEN, in his WoRsn1P's face 
Then ſhook her nails, as ſharp's a taylor's ſhears, 
That itch'd to ſcrape acquaintance with his ears: 
Not Atkinſon + with ſtronger terror ſtarted, 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance; of being carted,) 
When Jus ricz, a ſly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay her ſerious compliments to KI; 
Aſk'd him a few ſhort queſtions about corn, 
And whiſper'd, ſhe beliey'd he was for/worn; _ 
Then hinted, that he probably would find, _ 
| That though the ſometimes vin ld, ſhe was not ind. 


Not more Afturiae* Pinch + book'd affright, 
At breakfaſt, when her ſpouſe, the unpolite, 
HurPd, madly heedleſs both of time and PR. 
A cup of. boiling coffee i in her fare "2 
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* Verily i in the Hovss of the Loxp, on i the Lent Day, | in 
the year of our Lord 1785, in the village of Leatherhead, in 
the county of Surrey, did this profane /alival aſſault take place 

on the phiz of *Squire Kynaſton, to the diſgrace of his fa- 
mily, the wonder of the parſon, the horror of the clerk, and 
the ſtupefaQion of the congregation. 

+ Mr. Chriſtopher Atkinſon's airing on the W is ſul⸗ 
ficiently known to the public. N 

This quarrel between the Prince of Aſturias and his Prin- 

| ceſs, with the interference of the Spaniſh Monarch, as de- 
ſcribed here, is not a poetic fiction, but an abſolute fact, = | 

9 ARES not many months ago. ; . 
3 Becauſe 
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Becauſe the fair one eat a butter'd roll, 
On which the /b prince had fix'd his ſoul : 
Not more a/toni/h'd look'd that e to find 
His royal father to his face unkind; 
Who, to the cauſe of injur'd beauty won, 
Seiz'd on the proud proboſcis of his ſon, 

(Juſt like a TyGER of the Lybian ſhade, | 
Whoſe furious claws the helpleſs deer invade, ) 
And led him, till Hat sox its durance freed, 
By aſking pardon for the brutal deed ; 
Led him thrice round the room (the ſtory goes, 
Who follow'd, with great gravity, his noſe, 
Reſolv'd at firſt (for Spaniards are „i {tuff ) 
To aſk no pardon, though the ſnout came off ? 
Not more-a//oni/b'd look d that. Spaniſh King „ 
Whene'er he miſs'd a ſnipe upon the wing: 
Not more Soniſb'd look'd that King of Spain, 
To ſee his gun- boats blazing on the main: 
Not Dr. Johnſon more, to hear the tale 

Of vile Piozzi's marrying Mrs. 'Thrale ;. 

* His Moſt Catholic Majeſty's ſhooting merits are univerſally 

acknowledged. Though far advanced in years, he is ſtill the 

admiration of his ſubjects, and the envy of his brother kings, 
as a SHOT : and it is well known, that even on thoſe days 
when the royal robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches 
pockets are ſtuffed with gun-flints, ſcrews, hammers, and other 


implements neceſſary for the deſtruction of ſnipes, partridger 
and wild Pigs. 5 : : 


Nor 
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Nor Dofter Wilſon, child of am'rous folly, 
When young Mac Clyſter bore off Kate M*Aulay * 


* 


What dire emotions ſhook the M=—ch's ſoul! 
Juſt like two billiard-balls his eyes gan roll, 
Whilſt anger all his royal HEART poſſeſt, 

That, ſwelling, wildly bump'd againſt his breaſt, 
Bounc'd at his ribs with all its might ſo a: 

As reſolutely bent on jumping out, 

Tavenge, with all its pow'rs, the dire diſgrace 
And nobly ſpit in the offender's face. 

Thus, a large dumpling, to its cell confin'd, 

(A very apt alluſion to my mind,) | 

Lies ſnug, until the water waxeth hot, | - : 
Then buſtles midſt the tempeſt of the pot: | 
In vain !—the lid keeps down the child of dough, 
That bouncing, tumbling, ſweating, rolls below.. 


O deareſt partner of my throne !”? he cries, 

{Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes,) 

* Thou brighteſt gem of G——ge's Royal Houſe, 

4 Look there, and tell me if that” s not a LOUSE!” 

The Q— look'd down, and then exclaim * 
| & Good lat” 

And with a ſmile the dappled srRancer ſaw : 

Each P ceſs ſtrain'd' her lovely neck to ſee, 


And, with another ſmile, exclaim'd, „Good me l“ 
Good la! Good me! is that all you can fay ?” 


i 


The Fair Hiſtorian, 


(Our 
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to gracious | — cried, whh we ys "4 

„„ What! what a filly vacant {mile take place 

« Upon your M=—y's and children's face, 

& Whilſt that vile LousE (ſoon, ſoon to be unjointed!) 

« Afronts the preſence of the LORD'S ANOINT- 
on ED! j97 


| Daſh'd, as if 40580 with hell's moſt — 2 fins, 
The Q-— and P 


Look'd prim, and gave each exclamation o'er, 


ſſes drew in their chins, 


And very prudent, evord ſpabe never more, 

Sweet MaiDs ! the beauteous boaſt of Britain's iſle, 
Speak—were thoſe peerleſs L1ys forbid to ſmile ? 
Lies! that the ſoul of ſimple nature moves— 
Form'd by the bounteous hands of all the Loves! 
Lies or DELIGHT ! unſtain'd by Satire's call! 


Lors! that I never &/d—and never Aal. 


Now, to each trembling Page, a as mute's a mouſe, 
'The pious M en cried, * Is this your Lovst ?” 


« Ah! Sire,” replied each page, with 281 whine, | 


« An't pleaſe your M- 


y, it is not mine. 


1 Not thine ?” the haſty Monarch eried again, [then ?” : 


« What? what? what? what? what? vrho the devil's, 


Now, at this ſad event the S——n, ſore 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more: 
His wiſer Q-—, her gracious ſtomach ſtudying, 
Stuck moſt devoutly to the beef and pudding ; 


For 
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For GERMAxs are a very hearty SORT) - 
Whether begot in H0G-8TYEs, or a COURT, . 
Who bear (which ſhews their hearts are not of 8 7 | 

The Bs of others better nn their own. 


Grim TERROR ſeiz d the ſouls of all the pages, 
Of different ſizes, and of different ages; 8 | 
Frighten'd about their penſions or their bones, 5 4 
They on each other gap d, like Jacob's ſons! 9 


Now, to a PAGE, but which we can't determine, 
Tae growling M=— ch gave the plate and vermin 2 
% Watch, watch that blackguard animal, he cries, : 
That ſoon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies! 
«© Watch, like a car, that vile marauding LOUSE, 
« Or GMs ſhall play the devil in the houſe. 
Some 8p181T whiſpers, that to cooks I owe 
© The precious V1s1T0R that crawls below; 
© Yes, yes! the whiſp'ring $21R1T tells me true, 

« Andſoon ſhall vengeance all their locks purſue. 
“Cooks, ſcourers, ſcullions too, with tails of pig, 
„Shall loſe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig.“ 
Thus roar'd the K— G not Hercules ſo big; 

And all the palace echo d WEAR A WIG | 


— 


FE An, like an ague, ſtruck the pale nos'd cooks— 
And daſh' d the beef and mittton from their looks ; "7 
Whilſt from each cheek OLp Por withdrew his * 

And Prrv blubber'd o'er each menac'd head. 


ID 


66 Lo! to no KING on earth I yield theſe locks. 
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But lo! the great cook MAJoR comes! his eyes 
Fierce as the redd' ning flame that roafts and fries; 


HFis cheeks like BLADDER, with high paſſion glowing, 


Or like a fat DuTca TRUMPETER'S, when b{owving : 
A neat white APRON his huge corps embrac'd, 


Tied by two comely ſtrings about his wailt : 
An APRON | that he purchas'd with his riches, 


To guard from hoſtile greaſe his velvet breeches— 


An APRON ! that he in Monmouth-ftreet high hung, 


Oft to the winds with /weet deportment ſwung, 


& Ye ſons of dripping, on your Maok look! 


(In ſounds of deep+ton'd thunder'ery'd the cook) 
„By this white APRON, that no more can hope 


« To join the piece in Mr. INKLE's ſhop ; 

<« That oft hath held the beſt of palace-meat, 
« And from this forchead wip'd the briny ſweat ; 
I ſwear this HEAD diſdains to loſe its locks, 


„ And thoſe that do not, tell them they are BLOCKS: 


„ Thoſe head, my cooks, ſuch vile diſgrace endures ? 
% Will it be yours,-or yours, or yours, or yours? 
% Ten thouſand crawlers in that HEAD be hatch*d, 


For ever itching, but be never ſcratch'd. 


“% Then may the charming perquiſite of greaſe, 


% The mammon of your pocket ne'er increaſe . 


„% GREASE ! that ſo frequently hath brought you coin, 
& From VEAL, PORK, MUTTON, and the GREAT SIR- 
O brothers of the ſpit, be firm as rocks— [“ LoIx· 


6 Fer 
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% Few are my hairs behind, by age endear'd! 
«© But ſe or many, they ſhall not be /hear'd, 


* Sooner ſhall Madam SCHWELLINGBERG®,the jade, 
<«<. Yield up her fav'rite perquiſites of trade, 
« Give up her ſacred Majeſty's old Gowns, 
* Cars, PETTICOATS, and APRONS, without FROWNS: 
« SHE! who for ever ſtudies M1SCHIEF—She | 
Who ſoon will be as buſy as a bee, 
To get the liberty of locks en/lav'd, 
And every harmleſs cook and ſcullion /bav'd: 
« She, if by chance, a BRITIsRH SERVANT MAID, 
« By ſome inſinuating tongue betray d, 
Induc'd the fair forbidden fruit to taſte, 
© Grows (luckleſs) ſomewhat bigger i in the WAIST ; 
6 Rants, ſtorms, ſwears, turns the penitent to door, 
« Grac'd with the pretty names of b— ch and w- 
Jo range a proſtitute upon the town, 
« Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown 3 
„But if a GERMAN SPIDER-BRUSHER fails, 
© Whoſe noſe grows ſharper, and whoſe ſhape tells tales, 
„% Hub d is th? affair !—the Q-. and SHE, good dame, 
«© Both club their wits, to hide the growing ſhame ; 
« To wed her, get ſome fool mean ſome wiſe m, many 
% Then dub the prudent cuckold an exciſeman : 
ec Sur who hath got more inſolence and pride, 


« God mend her heart! than half the world beſide: 


© SHE! who, of guttling fond, ſtuffs down more meat, | 


” Hear n help her ſtomach ! than ten men can eat! 


® Miſtreſs of the robes to her 8. .clty. 2 
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5 * attends the . when he reads the diſpatches, 


Ten men! aye, more than ten, the Hungry HAG! 


Waits on the 8 


Why, zounds! the woMAN's ſtomach's like a Bac: 
SHE ! who will ſwell the uproar of the houſe, 
And tell the K—g d—n'ld lies about the LOUSE; 


Was born and nouriſh'd in her own grey ſcull. 


& Sooner the room ſhall buxom Naxxr * uit, 


Where oft ihe charms her maſter with her wit 


Tells tales of ev'ry body, ev'ry thing, 

From honeſt courtiers, to the thieves why . 
n while he reads diſpatches, 
And wiſely winds UP STATE-AFFAIRS or WATCHES: 


“ Sooner the PRINCE (may Heay” n his income 
0 mend!) 

Shall quit his bottle, miſtreſs, and his friend— 

Laugh at the drop on MiskRxv's languid eye, 


And hear her ſinking voice without a ſigh: 


Break, for the wealth of REALMS, his ſacred word, 
And let the world write coward on his ſword : 
Sooner ſhall ham from fowl and turkey part! 
And $TUFFING leave a calf's or bullock's heart! 
Sooner ſhall toaſted cheeſe take leave of muſtard ! 


And from the codlin-tart be torn the cuſtard : 


Sooner theſe hands the glorious haunch ſhall ſpoil, 
And all our melted butter turn to oil: 


* Buxom-Nanny—a female ſervant of the Palace, who con- 


64 Sooner | 
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* Sooner our pious K , with pious face, 
« Sit down to dinner without ſaying grace; 
And ev'ry night ſalvation- pray'rs put forth, 
4 For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North : 
% Sooner ſhall faſhion order frogs and ſnails, 
« And diſh-clouts ſtick eternal to our tails! 
00 Let G—6e view MINISTERS with furly LOOKS, 
« Abuſe ? em, kick 'em—but revere his Cooks !”? 


&© What, loſeour locks!” (reply'd the atk g a 
e To barbers yield 'em Damme if we do / 

« Be /hav'd, lke foreign DOGS one daily meets, 
„Naked and blue, and ſhiv'ring in the ſtreets ? 

© And ſrom the palace be a/ham'd to range, 
For fear the world ſhould think we had the mange; 
« By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 
_ * Broad grinning wh—es, and ridiculing wives!“ 


60 Rouze, OPPOSITION !?? (roar'd a tibſy coo 
With hands a-Limbo, and bubonic look,) 
« Tis SHE alone our noble curls can keep 
„ Without HER, MINISTERS would fall aſleep: _ 
„is SHE, who makes great men—our FOXES, PITTS, 
And ſharpens, whetſtone- like, the NaTIoN's wits : 
« Knocks off four knaves and fools, however great, 
And, broom-like, ſweeps the COBWEBRS of thesTATE: 
© In caſks, like ſulphur, that expels bad air, 
And makes, like thunder-claps, foul weather fair 7 
« Acts like a gun, that, fir'd at gather d ſoot, 
&« Preſerves the chimney, and the houſe to boot: 
vol be . _ —— 
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« Or, like a tho boy's ware, that keeps up rors; 
« The finking realm, by FLAGELLATION, Props. 

«© Our M-—ch muſt not be indulg'd too far « 

& Beſides, I love a little bit of war. 

« Whether to crop our curls he boaſts a right, 
Or not, 1 do not care the louſe's bite— 

« But then, no force-work NO! No force, by Heav'n! 
«© COOKS! TEO SCO. RE we will 
„ not be driv ls | 
& Try but to force a P16 again his vill, 

“ Behold ! the //urdy GENTLEMAN ſtands fill ! 

« Or, p'rhaps, ( his pow” r to let the driver know,) 
“ Gallops the very road he ſhould not go 

« No force for me {—the FRENCH, the fawning dogs, 
« E' en let them loſe their freedom, and eat frogs— 

«© Damme! I hate each pale foup-meagre thief— | 
Give me my darling LIBERTY and BEEF.” 


He ſpoke—and from his jaws a lump he ſd, 
And, ſwearing, manful flung to earth his gu1D. 
The ſwelling PRIDE forbade his tongue to reſt, 
Whilſt wild emotions labour'd in his breaſt— 
Now ſounds confus'd his ANGER made him mutter, 
And, when he thought on ſhaving, curſes ſputter. 
Such is the Jound (the ſimile? s not weak) 


Form'd by what mortals. BUBBLE * call, and SQUEAK, 
When 


* 


* The modeſt Author of the Lovsiap muſt do himſelf the 


juſtice to ! here, that. 3 ſimile of the Bubble and 
| Squeak 
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When midſt the FRYING-PAN, in accents ſavage, 
The BEEP, /o ſurly, quarrels with the CABBAGE. 


« Be ſhav'd,” a SCULLION loud began to bellow, 
Loud as a PARISH-BULL, or poor OTHELLO, 
Plac'd by that rogue Laco npon thorns, 
With all the horrors of a pair of HORNS: 
Loud as th' EXc1SEMAN *, ſtruggling for his uſes 
And panting in a moſt 88 ſtrife; 
When on his face the Smupgling Princeſs ſprung, 
And, cat-like clawing, to his viſage clung. 


% Be ſhav'd like pigs!” rejoin'd the ſcullion's mate, 
His diſh-clout ſhaking, and his PoT-CROwWN?'D PATE— 
«© What BARBER dares it, let him watch his NosE, 


„ And, curſe me! dread the rage of theſe ten toes. 


50 ſaying, with an oath to rai/e one's hair, 


He kick d, with threat ning foot, the yielding air.,— 


Squeak is vaſtly more natural and more ſub/ime than Homer's: 
black-pudding on a gridiron, illuſtrating the motions and emotions 
of his hero Urysszs. fie 
This affair happened a ſew years ſince. An exciſeman 
ſeizing ſome ſmuggled goods belonging to a princeſs, a rela- 
tion of the Great Frederic, her n1G6nnesss fell upon the poor 
Rat de Cave, and almoſt ſcratched his eyes out—the exciſeman 
made a formal complaint to the King, begging to be relieved 
from the grace. — The gallant Monarch returned for anſwers 
thar he gave up the duties to his couſin, the Princeſs, but could 
not conceive how the hand of a Jew lady could diſhonour the 
face of an exciſeman. 


8 2 | Thus 
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Thus have I ſeen an ASS (baptiz'd a Jacs) 


SGrac d by a cnlMNEY-SWEEPER on his back, 


« And G- 
« Stay till ourſelves ſhall condeſcend to eat, 
And then, if wwe think proper, have his meat.”? 


Prance, ſnort, and fling his heels with liberality, | 


In imitation of a nokst of QUALITY, 


Be ſhav'd!ꝰ anunder-ſtrapper TURNEROCHEcry'd, 


(In all the foaming energy of pride,) 


* in hand! 


& Zounds ! let us take his M 


% The K—— fhall find he lives at or command: 
* Yes; let him know, with all his wond'rous ſtate, 


His teeth and ſtomach on our wills ſhall wait: 
« We rule the platters, we command the ſpit, | 
E ſhall have his meſs when ve think fit; 


3 
Thus, having fed on ven'ſon rather coarſe, 
A. COLT, Or CROCODILE, Or DISH OF HORSE, 


The Tartan quits his ſmoaky hut with ſcorn, 


Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his horn ; 


And treating MONARCHS like his ſtaves c or 80 | 
Informs them they have liberiy to dine. 


" Heay' ns!“ (ery'd; a YEOMAN, with much . 
In books, as well as meat, a man of tele, [grac'd,) 


Who read with vaſt applauſe the daily news, 


And kept a cloſe acquaintance with the Musk; 


Conundrum, rebus made -acroſtic, riddle, : 
And ſung his dying ſonnets to his fiddle, 

When Love, with cruel dart, the murd'ring THEPY 
His heart had ſpitted, like a piece of BEE: 


« Are 


1 


* 
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* Are theſe (he ſaid) of IN es, the whims and jokes? 
« Then KiNGs can be as mad as common folks. 

«© Dams NATURE, when a PRINCE's head ſhe makes, 
«© No more concern about the ide takes, _ 
«© Than of the ide of a bug's or bat's, 

« A flea's, a graſhopper's, a cur's, a cat's! 

« As careleſs as the ARTIST, ?runks deſigning, 
„About the trifling circumſtance of LINING 3 
„Whether of Cumberland he uſe the plays, 

« Miſs Burney's Novels, or Miſs Seward's Lays 3 - 
« Or Sacred Dramas of Miſs Hannah More, ” 
„ Where all the NIxR, with little Moss, ſnore ; © 
5 Orgood'SgumE Pinpar's Odes, or Wharton'sſtick, 
© Or Horace Walpole's doubts upon King Dick, 

* Who furious drives, at times, his old gooſe-quill, 
« On Strawd'rry, (Reader!) not th' Aonian Hull 5 
« Whether he doom the ROYAL SPEECH to chng, 
« Or zho/e of Lords and Commons to the King! 

«© Where oxE begs money, and the oTHERS grant 

% So eaſy, freely, friendly, complaijant, 

« As if the caſh were really all zbeir own, 


6 To purchaſe knick -bnacks * that diſgrace a throne. 


* 


The Civil Liſt, we are inclined to think, fecls deficiencies: 

from toys For an inſtance, we will appeal to Mr. Cumming's 
non-deſcript of a time-picce, at the Queen's Houſe, which 
colt nearly two thouſand pounds, The ſame artilt is alſo al- 
lowed 200l. per annum to keep the Laube in repair. 
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= Compoſe thoſe idols of the earth, call'd X— 


bent, ron ego paucis . mac ulis. 
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46 Ah, me! did people know what trifling things 


& Thoſe counterpart of that important fellow 5 

1 The children's wonder—$16NoR PUNCHINELLO: 
« Who ſtruts upon the ſtage his hour away ; 
His outſide, gold—his-infide, rags and hay; 

© No more as Gop's vicegerents would they ſhine, 
Nor make the world cut throats for IGHT Divine. 


e "Thoſe Logs of earth at dinner we have ſeen, 

« Sunk, by the mereſt trifles, with the ſpleen— 

* > ws for an ill-dreſs'd egg, have heard them groan, 
And ſeen them quarrel for a mutton-bone : 


At falt or vinegar with paſſion fume, 


© And kick do g53 chairs, and pages, round the room *, 


« Alas! how often have we heard them grunt, 
“% Whene'er the ruſhing rain hath ſpoil'd a HUNT | 


1 Their ſanguine wiſhes croſs'd, their ſpirits clogg'd, 


„% Mere RIDING DISH-CLOUTS, homeward they have 


JI jogg d; [pow r) 
« Poor imps! the ſport (with all their pride and 


* Of Nature: s diuretic Rream—a SHOW'R | 


* This is partly a picture of the /aft reign, as ll as the 
PRESENT. The paſſions of George the Second were of the 
moſt impetuous kind—-his hat and his favourite miniſter, Sir 
Robert Walpole, were too frequently the ſoot-balls of his ill- 
humour—nay, poor Queen Caroline came in for a ſhare of his 
Foot-benevolence—but he was a prince of virtucs— 1 Plura nin 


6 This 
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« This we, the ACTORS in the farce, perceive 5 

« But his the diſtant world will neeer believe, | 
Who fancy K—cs to all the virtues born, 
„Ne er by the vulgar ſtorms of PASSION torn; 

« But bleſt with ſouls ſo calm ! like ſummer ſeas, 
„That ſmile to Heav n, unruffled by a breeze: 
« Who think that K—cs on wiſdom always fed, 
« Speak /entences like Bacon's brazen Heap; 
Hear from their lips the vileft nonſenſe fall, 

« Yet think ſome HEAVENLY SPIRIT dictates all : 
“ Conceive their bodies of cœleſtial clay, | 

«© And though all ailment, ſacred from decay ; 

* To nods and ſmiles their gaping homage bring, 
And thank their Go their eyes have ſeen a King? 
„ Lord! in the circle when our ROYAL MASTER 

« Pours out his words as faft as hail, or faſter, 
Jo country *ſquires, and aui ves of country ſquiret 5 
„Like. fuck pigs ſtaring, how each oaf admires l 

« Lo! ev'ry ſyllable becomes a GN 

And if, by chance, the M ch cough, or hem, 
* Seiz d with the ſymptoms of a deep ſurpriſe, 
„Their joints with rev*rence tremble, and their eyes 


Roll wonder firſt ; then, ſhrinking back with fear, 


„% Would hide behind the brains, were any there. 

« How taken is this id/e woRLD by ſhow / 

„ BiRTH, RICHES, are the BaaLs to whom we bow; 
« Preferring (ev'n with ſoul as black as ſoot) 


A ROGUE on horſeback, to a $AINT on foot. 
N 66 See 
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ec See FRANCE, lee PorTUGAL, SICILIA, 3 


* And mark the deſert of each DESPOT's brain; 
«© Whoſe tongues ſhould never treat with taunts a oO; 
% Who prove that nothing 1 is too mean to rule. 


% Wha. ouldthe PRINCE, high tow'ring likea ſteeple, 


« Without ti. MAJESTY of US, the PEOPLE? 

« Go, like the King of Babylon, to graſs, | 

« Or wander, like a beggar, with a PASS! 

« However modern KINGS may COOKS deſpiſe, 
c WARRIORHSandRKINGSwere COOKS, OrHIST RY lies, — 
„ PaTROCLUS broild Beef-fleaks, to quell his hunger: 

& The miGnTY AGAMEMNON potted cov ER! 


And Charles of Sweden, midſt his guns and drums, 


66 Spread his own bread and butter with his thumbs. 
« Be fhav'd No !—ſooner pill ries, jails, the ſtocks, 
8 Shall pinch this corps, thangzARBRRSfnatchmy locks.“ 
« Well haſt thou ſaid, a scow'xER bold rejoin'd— 

c Damme | I love the man who ſpeaks his mind.” 
Then in his arms the orator he took, 

And ſwore he was an angel of a cook. 


A while he held him with a Corniſh hug; 


Then ſeiz d, with glorious graſp, a pexuter mug, 
Whoſe ample womb nor cyder held, nor ale, 


But neQar, fit for Jovn, and brew'd by THRALE. 
A health to cooks, (he cry'd, and wav'd the pot,) ) 4 
And he who ſighs for T1iTLEs, is a ſof— | C 
Let dukes and lords the world in wealth ſurpaſs— S 

“% Yet many a Liox's ſkin conceals an ASS. 5 1 


N | 5 „ Lot if 
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© Lo! this is one amongſt my golden rules, 
To think the greateſt men the greateſt fools e 
„The GREAT are judges of an opera-long— 
« And fly a Briton's for an eunuch's tongue ; 
Can ſtarve their families to hear BABINIS, 
% Gaunt PACCHIAROTIS, fat-rump'd, qual Rauzzixis. 
„Thus idly ſquand'ring for a ſguacul their riches 
«To faint with rapture at thoſe cats in breeches. 

« Accept this truth from me, my lads—the man 
Who firſt found out a sI, or FRYING-PAN, 
“Did ten times more towards the PUBLIC GOOD, _ 
« Than all the tawdry TITLES ſince the flood: 

« TrrIEs! that xinGs may grant to ASSES, Nor re 
« The ſcorn of $4GEs, and the boaſt of rooLs.” 


— 
* 


He ended — All the cooks exclaim'd, Divine! 
Then whiſper'd one another, twas ©* dumm d fine!“ 
Thus ſpoke the 8cow'RER like a MAN inſpir'd, 
Whoſe ſpeech the HEROES of the kitchen fir'd : 
Grooms, maſter-ſcow'rers, ſeullions, ſcullions-mates, 
With all the over/ers of knives and plates, 

Felt their brave ſouls, like friſly cyder, work, | ; 
W. hizzing i in oppoſition to the cork 2 : 
Larth's potentates appear'd ignoble things, 

And cooks of greater conſequence than K1NGs $ 
Such is the pow'r of words, where TRUTH unites, 

And fuch the rage that injur'd wok H excites! | 

The scow'nkR's ſpeech, indeed, with reaſon bleſt, 
lallam' d with god like ardour all the reſt: 


Thuss 
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Thus, if a BARN Heav'n's vengeful light ning draw, 
The flame ethereal ſtrikes the kindling ſtraw : 
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice, and rats, 
And, (if unfottunately mouſing,) cats; 
All feel the wide devouring fire in turn, 

And, mingling in one conflagration, burn. 


® Sons of the $PIT,”” the major cry'd again, 
be Your noble ſpeeches prove you bleſt with brain ; 
«© BraAix! that Dame Nature gives not ev'ry head, 
Rut fills the vaſt vacuity with lead fm 
« Yet ere for oppoſition we prepare, 
« And fight the glorious cauſe of heads, of hair, 
& Methinks *twould be but decent to petition, 
«& And tell the K— , with jfrmneſs, our CONDITION 3 
& Soon as our /ad complaint he hears us utter, 
te His gracious heart may melt away like butter; 
„ Fair MERCY ſhine amidſt our gloomy houſe, 


« And anger'd Mr forget the LOUSE.”* 
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9 DQralis ab Incepto.“ Horace. 


ce As it as in the beginning, is now, and ever” Joan *y World 
„ without End.” 


CANTO II. 


N YMPHS of the ſacred fount, around whoſe brink 
Bards ruſh in droves, like cart-horſes, to drink ; 
Dip their dark beards amidit your ſtreams ſo clear, 
And, whilit they gulp it, with it ale or beer; 
Far more delighted to poſſeſs, I ween, | 
Old Calvert's brew-houſe for their Hippocrene ; 
And, bleſt with beef, their ghoſtly forms to fill, 
Make Dolly's chop-houſe their Aonian hill. 
More pleas'd to hear knives, forks, in concert join, 
Than all the tinkling cymbals oi the NI XE, 6 
Aſſiſt me—ye who themes ſublime purſue, 
With ſcarce a ſhift, a ſtocking, or a ſhoe, 
Such pow'r have ſatires; epigrams, and odes, 


As make ev'n bankrupts of the born of gods 
N 5 
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As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail 
Their unſucceſsful madrigals in jail, 
Where penn'd, like hapleſs cuckows, in a cage, 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage ; 
Deck the damp walls with verſe of various quality, 
And, from their priſons, mount to immortality. 


Ahl! tell me where is now thy bluſh, O sHAuE! 
Shall bards through jails explore the road to Fame; 
Like ſouls of Papiſts, in their way to glory, 
Doom'd, at the half-way houſe, calld Purgatory, 
To buin, before they reach the realms of light, 
Like old tobacco-pipes, from black to white ? 
Vet let me ſa again, that pow'rful rhyme 
Hath lifted poets to a ſtate ſublime ; 
To lofty pill ries rais'd their ſacred ears, 
High o'er the heads of marvelling compeers, 
"Whoſe eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their tops, 
Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops: 
Bleſt ſtate ! that gives each fair exalted mien, 
Jo grace in print each monthly magazine; 8 
And deck the ſhops with ſweet engravings dreſt, 
Midſt angels, Gnners, ſaints of Mr. WEsr; 
Where brave KixG ALEXANDER and the Dzexs, | 
A noble, buſtling hodge-podge ſhall appear 
From that fam'd * picture which our wonder drew, 
And pour'd its brazen ſplendors,on the view ; 
A whole acre of canvaſs, fo daubed by colour as to give it 
the 1 of a ona 8 | 
Bright 
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Bright as the pictures that with glorious glare, 
On penthouſe high, in Piccadilly ſtare, : 
Where lions ſeem to roar, and tygers growl, 
Hyznas whine, and wolves in concert howl ; 
And by their gogling eyes, and furious grin, 
Inform what ſhaggy devils lodge within. 


Ye nyMens who, fond of fun, full many a time, | 
Mount on a jack-aſs many a child of rhyme, 
And make him think, aftride his braying hack, 
He moves ſublime on Pegaſus's back: | 
Ye Musts, oft by brainleſs pocts ſought, 
To bid the ſtanza chime and ſwell with thought ; 
Who, whelping for 0BLIVION, fain would ſave 
Their whining puppies from the ſullen wave; "© 
Aſſiſt me !—ye who viſit towns and hovels, 
To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novels, 
And treat with ſcorn (far nobler kn owledge ludying) 
The humble art of making pye or pudding : | 
Who make our Sapphos of their verſes vain, 
And fancy all Parnaſſus in their brain; 
And *midit the buſtle of their lucubrations, 
Take downright madneſs for your inſpirations ; 
Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line, 
Who taſte a rapture equal, Geores, to thine ; Cglaſs, 
When, bleſt at DArchEr, theugh thy HERSCREIIL's 
That briugs from diſtant worlds a horſe, an aſs, 
A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 
Shirts, * . that on hedges dry; 
VOL. I, | T Thine 
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Thine eyes at evenings late and mornings ſoon, 
Unſated feaſt on wonders in the moon; 

Where Herſchell on volcanos, mountains, pores, 
And happy Nature's true ſublime explores; 
Whilſt thou, ſo modeſt, (wonderful to tell!) 

On LuNaR trifles art content to dwell, 

Flies, graſhoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckow ſpittle, | 
In ſhort, delighted with the world of little; ? 
Which Weſt ſhall paint, and grave Sir Joſeph Banks 
Receive from thy hiſtoric mouth with thanks ; 
Then bid the vermin on the journals * crawl, 
Hop, jump, and flutter, to amuſe us all. 


And thou, great PA'TRON f of the double quill, 
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill, 

A pretty kind of double-barrell'd gun, 

More giv'n to tragedy than comic fun; 

Auſpicious PATRON of the paunch and backs 
Of thoſe all-daring raſcals chriſten'd quacks, 
To whom our purſe and lives are legal plunder, 


Who, hawk-like, keep the human ſpecies under: 


600 of thoſe gentlemen of gingling brains, 
Who, for their own amuſement, print their ſtrains, 
Strains that ne'er ſoar'd beyond the beetle's flight, 

Save on the PIs of a 1 ſchoolboy” s kite ; 


* Of the Royal Society. 
＋ Apol'o, 


EO | Strains 
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Strains arrant ſtrangers to a depth profound, 

Save when deep pilgrimaging under ground, 

In humble rags, like tinners in a mine, | 
They pay their court at CLOACIxA's ſhrine ; 
Stains that no ray of light nor warmth proclaim, 
Save when committed to the fire, they flame : | 
Strains that a circulation never found, 

Save when they turn'd on beef or ven'ſon round: 
Oh! aid, as lofty Homer ſays, my nous, 

To fing ſublime the Monarch and the Louſe ! 


: Nyurns, Puokzus, in my firft heroic chapter 

I ſhould have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture: 
Thus to forget my friends was not fo clever ; 
But, ſays the proverb, © better late than never.” 


Well! ſince I'm in the invocation trade, | 
To CR let my compliments be paid 


Conseis Nes, a cexrifeing little 8 

That, bat- like, winks by day, and wakes by night; ; 
Hunts through the heart's dark holeseach lurk g vice, 
As ſharp as weazels hunting eggs or mice; ; 
Who, when the light'nings flaſh, and thunders crack, 
Makes our hair briſtle like a hedge-hog's back; 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion ; 
Uplifts our ſaint-like eyes with dread devotion : 

| Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms with 
And promiſe miracles to be forgiv'n; [Heav'n, 


1 'T 2 | Bids 
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Bids ſpectres riſe, not very like the Graces, 
With gogling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn faces; 3 
With ſcenes of fires of glowing brimſtone ſcares, 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 
For roaſting, broiling, frying, fricaſſeeing, 
The $0UL, that fad offending little being ; 
That ſtubborn fluff of ſalamander make, 
Proof to the fury of the burning lake. 


O Coxscixxcꝝ | thou ftrait-jacket of the ſoul, 
The madding ſallies of the bard controul; 
Who, when inclin'd, like brother bards, to lie, 
Bring tRvTH's neglected form before his eye; 
Fair MA1D ! to towns and courts a ſtranger grown, 
And now to rural ſwains almoſt unknown, 
Whoſe company was once their prudent choice; x 
Who once delighted, liſten'd to her voice; 
When in their hearts the gentler paſſion ſtrove, 
And coxsrAxcx went hand in hand with Lov ! 
Sweet TRUTH, who ſteals through lonely ſhades along, 
And mingles with the turtle's note her ſong ; 
Whilſt FALSEHooOD, rais'd by ſycophantic tricks, 
i Vobluſhing, flaunts it in a conch 85 ſix. 


ae who bid'ſt our eh from the 
Send ſons to Gottingen for education, | Cnation, 
Since hapleſs Cam and Isis, loſt to knowledge, 
Are idcots to this Hanoverian college, 
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Where ſimple ſcience beams with orient ray; 
The great, the glorious ATHENS of the day! 
So ſays the RULER of us Engliſh fools, 

Who cannot judge like him of wisDoM's ſchools. 


Dear Attic Gottingen! to thee I bow, | 
Of knowledge, Oh! moſt wonderful milch cow! 

From whom huge pails the royal ogy ſhall gs 

And give, we hope, a little to the 
Through thee, beſides the knowledge they may reaps 
The lads ſhall get their board and lodging cheap; 
And learn, like their good parents, to ſubſiſt 

Within the limits of the Civil Liſt ; 

| Who ſeldom bid a miniſter implore 

A little farther pittance for the poor. 


- ConsCclENCE ! who, to the wonder of his sR, 
 Bad'ſt from his wonted ſtate a PRINCE retire, 

And, like a ſubject, humbly ſeek the ſhade, 

That not a tradeſman might remain unpaid ; 

An action that the roul of Envy ſtingg— _ 

A deed unmention'd in the book of Kincs: | 


 Consclexcs ! who mad'ſt a monarch by thy pow'r, 
Send pris'ner the fam'd * di'mond to the Tow'r; 
So witchingly that look'd him in the face, 
And impudently ſought to bribe his GRACE: 


* Such is the ſtory of the late fly bulſe that ole. into 
St. James's. „ | 


0 N . 
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Where, too, the cradle and the bed ſhall reſt, 
That on the ſame d d errand left the Eaſt 
Thus fall of gems and pearl the treas'nous tribe, 
And beds and cradles that would monarchs bribe! 


Consciexcs ! who mak'ſt our King (bow very 
ſtrange !) 

Keep a fair drawer;of half-pence to give change: : 

Reſolv'd (ſo ſtrictly in his dealings true) 

That none ſhall keep from nen, CxsSaR's due. 


 Conscitnce ! who now can'ſt, like a cart-horſe 

Now lifeleſs ſinking, ſcarcely lift a firaw : [ draw, 

So different are thy pow'rs at diff rent times, 

Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes! 

Thou! who at times can'ſt like a lion roar 

For one poor ſix. pence, yet, like Nox ru, can'ſt ſnore, 
tough rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes, 

; And raging Hell with all his horrors riſe : | 

Whoſe eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame, 

Yet wink at full- blown crimes that 21. a name. 


0 essere h | who did'ſt bid to madneſs work, 
(So great thy pow'r!) the brain of hapleſs YoRKkE, 
And mad'ft him cut from ear to ear his throat, 
That luckleſs ſpoil'd his patriotic note = 
Yet wanted'ſt ſtrength to force from his hard eye 
One drop—who held d him to yon ſpangled ſky ; Cart, 
Whoſe d—ned pray'rs, feign'd tears, and tongue of 
Won on the weakneſs of his honeſt heart! | | 
: 5 Poor 
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Poor Yorke ! without a ſtone whoſe reliques lie, 
Though VIRTUE mark'd the murder with a a fight 


O Coxscikxck! | who to Crive did'ſt give the knife 


That, deſp'rate plunging, took his forfeit life; 

Who, lawleſs plund'rer, in his wild career, 

Whelm'd As14's eye with woe, and heart with fear; 

Whoſe wheels on n roll'd, and drench'd with 

blood, 

From gaſping Nature forc'd the . flood; 8 
Whilſt navock, panting with triumphant breath, | 

Nerv'd his red arm, and hail'd the hills of death.. 


And now to thee, © lovely rams, I bend; 
Let all thy trumpets this great work commend :. 
Give one a-piece to all the learn'@' reviews, 
And bid them ſound the labours of the Muſe :. 
Give to the magazines a trumpet each, 

And let the ſwelling note to doomſday reach: 
To daily newſpapers a trumpet give: 

Thus ſhall my epic ftrain for ever live : 

Thus ſhall my book. deſcend to diſtant times, 
And rapt poſterity reſound my rhymes. 

By future BEAUTIES ſhall each tome be preſt,, 
And, like their lap-dogs, live a parlour gueſt. 


Thee, deareſt FAME, ſome mercenaries hail, 
Merely to gain their labours a good fale; 
Or riſe to fair preferment by thy tongue, 
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of ſong ;: 
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If ancient poets mention but a horſe, 
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Juſt as the hypocrites ſay pray 'rs, ſing pſalms, 
Beſtow upon the blind and cripple alm; | 
Yield glory to the Pow's who rules above, 


Not from a principle of heav'nly love, 


But, ſneaking raſcals ! to obtain—when dead — 
A comfortable lodging over head, 
When forc'd by age, or doctors, or their ſpouſes, 


The vagrants quit their ſublunary houſes. 


With tireſome invocation having done, 
At length our glorious epic may go on— 


Lo! Madam ScyWELLENPERG, inclin'd to cram, 


Was wond'rous buſy o'er a plate of ham; 
A ham that once adorn'd a German pig, 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-aſs big; 


In Woods of We/ſtphaly by hunters ſmitten, 
And ſent a preſent to the Queen of Britain. 


| But ere we farther march, ye Muſes, ſay | 

Somewhat of Madam ScywWELLENBERG, I pray ;— 
We read his genealogy of courſe : £ 
Oh! ſay, ſhall horſes boaſt the deathleſs line, 


And o'er a lady's lineage ſleep the Nine? 


By virtue of her father and her mother, 


This woman ſaw the light without much pother ; 


That is,—no grand commotions ſhook our earth— 
Apollo danc'd no horn-pipe at her birth, 
3 | | To 
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To ſay to what P ſne was born, 


What wit, what wiſdom ſhould the nymph adorn 


No bees around her lips in cluſters hung, 
To tell the future ſweetneſs of her tongue; 
Around her cradle perch'd no eooing dove, 
To mark the ſoul of innocence and love; 
No ſmiling Cupids round her cradle play'd, 
To ſhew the future conqueſts, of the maid ;. 


| Whoſe charms would make the jealous ſex her foes, 


And with their light'nings blaſt a thouſand beaux. 
Indeed, the Muſe muſt own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the father and the mother; 
For, after taking methods how to gain her, 

They knew not how the devil to maintain her. 


| Heav'ns! what no prodigy attend her birth,” 
Who awes the greateſt palace upon earth ? 

Yes !—a black cat around the bantling ſquawP'd, 
Join'd its young cries, and all the houſe appall d: 


Now here, now there, he ſprung with viſage wild, 


And made a bold attempt to kiſs the child; 
Bats pour d in hideous hoſts into the room, 
And, imp-like, flitting, form'd a ſudden gloom ; 
Then to the cradle ruſh'd the dark'ning throng, 
And, raptur'd, ſhriek d congratulating ſong ; 


Which ſong, in concert with the*{quawls of puſs, 


Seem'd, in plain German, * Thou art one of us. 
In Strelitz firſt this dame the light eſpy'd, 
Born to a good inheritance of pride; 


For, 
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For, howe'er ee it In 


Pix pigs with people of a low degree, | 
As well as with your folks of fortune {truts ; 


Like rats that. live in palaces or huts ; 

Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, 

That dwells in beds of ſtraw, or beds of. ſtate ; 
Or monkies vile, whoſe tooth inglorious grapples, 
Now with ananas, now with rotten apples. 


_ HailProTEovus PRIDE, whoſe various pow'rs of throat 


Can ſwell the trumpet's loud and ſaucy note; 
And if a meaner air can ſerve thy turn, 


In panting, quiv'ring ſounds of Jews-harps, mourn { 


Hail, y81DE, companion of the great and little, 


So abject, who can ſt lick a patron's ſpittle; 


Whine like a ſneaking puppy at his door, 
And turn the hind part of thy wig before; 
Nay, if he orders, turn it infide out, 

And wear it, Merry-Andrew like, about ; 
Heed not the grinning world a ſingle ruſh, 
But bear its pointed ſcorn without a bluſh. 


Yet fain would' thou the crouching world beſtride, 
Juſt like the RHODDIAX BuLLy o'er the tide; 


The brazen wonder of the world of yore, 


That proudly ſtretch'd his legs from ſhore to ſhore, 


And ſaw of Greece the loftieſt navy travel, 
In dread ſubmiſſion, underneath his navel. 


So much for Pride—great, little, humble, vain ; 
And now for Madam OCHWELLENBERG again. 
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Whether the nymph could ever boaſt a grace, 
That deign'd to pay a viſit to her face, 35 
The Muss is ignorant, ſhe muſt allow; 

Vet knows this truth, that not one ſparkles now. 


If ever beauties, in delight excelling, 


| Charm'd on her cheek, they long have left their dwelling. | 


This nymph a mantua-maker was, I ween, 

And priz d for cheapneſs by our ſaving Queen, 
Who (where's the mighty harm of loving money ?) 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey, 
Andplac'd her in a moſt important ſphere—— 
InsPECTRESS GENERAL of the royal geer. 


Soon as this woman heard the Louſe's tale, 
At once ſhe turn'd, like walls of plaſter, pale. 
But firit the ham of :/iphaly ſhe gobbl'd, 
And then to ſeek the Lory's AnoinTEv hobbl'd: 
Him full of wrath, like Peleus' ſon of yore, 
When Agamemnon took away his wh 
In all the bitterneſs of wrath ſhe found ; 

The Queen and royal children ſtaring round. 


3 


« O Schwelly l thus the madden'd Monarch roar'd, 


Whilſt wild impatience wing'd the rapid word; 
For lo ! the /olemn march of graceful ſpeech, 
The KinG long fince had bid to kiſs his b- 
The broken language that his mouth affords 

Are heads, and tails, and legs, and wings of words, 
That give imagination's laughing eye 
A lively picture of a giblet pye. 
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O Schwelly, Scbavelly l' cry'd the furious King, 
„ What ! what a dirty, filthy, naſty thing !— 
“That thus you come to eaſe my angry mind, 

4% Indeed, is very, very, very, very kind.— 
„ What's your opinion, hz ??—the Monarch rav'd ; 
6 Yes, yes, the cooks ſhall ev'ry one be ſhav d 
& What! what! he! he! now tell me, Schævelly, pray— 
4 Shan't I be right in't—What ! what! Schevelly, ha? 
e Yes, yes, I'm ſure on't, by the Louſe's looks, 
That he belong'd to ſome one of the cooks. 
% Speak, Schwelly ; ſhan't we ſhave each filthy jowl? 
a Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my ſoul.” 


To whom the Damn, with elevated chin, 
Wia ſtaring eyes, and broad contemptuous grin : E: 


Ves, ſure as dat my ſoul is to be ſavw' d, 
4 So ſure de dirty raſcals ſal be ſhav d | 
„ Shav'd to de quick be ev'ry moder's fon — 
* And curſe me, if I do not ſee it done: 
% De barbers ſoon der naſty locks ſal fall on, 
&« Nor leave one ſtanding for a louſe to crawl on. 
« Tf on der ſculls de razor do not ſhine, 
« May gowns and petticoats no more be mine 
Curls, clubs, and pig-tails, all fal go to pot 
«© For ſuſh curs'd naſtineſs, or I'll be rot ; ; Z 
« Orelle to Strelitz let my quickly fly, 
« Dat dunghill, dat poor pig-houſe to de eye; 
& Where from his own mock trone de Prince ſo great, 


Can jomp into anoder Prince eſtate — 
— a : * 
. | ns 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 2277 


. —— K 
— — 1 
105 Pt 
4 r 4 — Y 
wy y 


00 Ves, by de God dat made dis eart and me, 
No ſingle louſy raſcal ſal go free.“ 


Reader, thou raiſeth both thy mary'ling eyes, 
In all the ſtaring wildneſs of ſurpriſe; 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 
And fancieſt gentlenvomen could not ſwear : 
Go, fool, and ſeek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damſels of the flood, 
Nymphs, nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabe, 5 
Who vend at Billingſgate their ſprats and crabs; 
Tell them their fiſh all ſtink, and thou wilt hear 
Whether fine genlleavomen ever ſwear : 
Nay, vilit many of our courtly dames, 
When wrath their dove-like gentleneſs inflames ; 
Lo i thou ſhalt find, by many a naughty word, 
They uſe ſmall ceremony with the Lord, 
In ſpite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach men not to take his name in vain. 


6 Pranks, Schavell R thanks, thanks, e the 
% KIxG reply'd, 

Like me, you have not got a grain of hn 

% Yes, yes, if Jam matter of this houſe ; 


„Ves, yes, the locks ſhall fall, and then the louſe.” 


He ſpoke—and to confirm the dreadful doom, 
His head he ſhook, that ſhook the dining- room. 
Thus Jovs of old, the dread, the THUND*RING GOP, 
Shook, when he ſwore, OLYMPUS with his nod. 
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O, Reader, a not * DRA * E, 8 NC en 

Whoſe wond'rous actions ſeem almoſt romances; 
Who ſhone in ſenſe profound, and bloodieſt wars, 
And rais'd the nation's glory to the ſtars ; 

Who firſt in triumph fail'd around the world, 
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd ; 

But Ht who ſculks around the royal Len 
Which, if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch in, 
Lets fly, to ſtrike the four-legg'd ee dead, 

A poker, or a cleaver, at his head. | | 
Not that Sir Francis DRAKE who, the, 1 * 
Fair freedom, ſcience, to th Atlantic ſhore: _ 


| To Pagans gave the Goſpel's ſaving grace, 
4 — And planted virtue midſt a barb'rous race; 
. * Spread on the darken'd realms the blaze of light— 
. But he who ſees the ſpoons and plates are bright; 
| Sees that the knives before the King and Queen 
it Are, like the pair of royal ſtomachs, &een - | 
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Not he, whoſe martial frown whole kingdoms ſhook, 
But he whoſe low'ring viſage ſhakes a cook : 

Not he who pour'd on Mexico his tars, 

But he, at London, who with inen wars; 

Napkins and damaſk table-cloths aſſails 
With ſciffars, razors, knives, and teeth, and nails; 
MW - | s 
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Such is his province and domeſtic rage, 
If, like his predeceſſors, he hath grace, 
And calls his conqueſts, perquiſites of place 


Who dares with doylies deſp'rate war to wage, 


"Twas not that DRAKE who bade his daring crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through; 


But that important Dr Ae, in office big, 
Inſtructing cooks to ſpit a gooſe or pig: 
Not he who took the Spaniards by the noſe, 


And priſons fill'd with Britain's graceleſs foes ; 


But he who bids the geeſe, his pris'ners, die, 
And ſtuffs their legs and gizzards in a pie: 


He who, three times a-week, a green-cloth lord, 
Sits, wiſdom-fraught, at that important board 
With wife compeers, in judge-like order ſtudying,. 
Whether the King ſhall have a tart or pudding. 


Not he, by virtues to the world endear'd, 
By foes reſpected, and by friends rever'd ; 
Prompt to relieve the ſupplicating ſigh, 


Who never daſh'd with tears the aſking eye; 


But wak'd of joy the long-departed beam, 

Deep ſunk in forrow's unremitting ftream : 

| But he, with greatneſs at eternal ſtrife, | 

Who never gave a ſix-pence in his life; 

Who, if he ever aſk'd a friend to dine, 

Requeſted favours that out- weigh'd his wine; 

From lane to lane, who ſteals with wary feet, 

Juſt like the cautious hare that ſeeks his ſeat: 
| U2 
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Who, though a city *, near him rears her head, 

And wealthy villages around him ſpread, 

No friend, no netghbour near his manſion found, 

Like Cain he walks in ſolitude around. 

Twas this Sir Francis, quite a diff rent man 

From him who round the world with glory ran: 

Forbid it, Heav'n ! that e'er the Mus untrue 
Should give to me man another's due! 


Musx, leave we now the es, vengeance 
brewing), : 


To take a peep at what the cooks were doing, 


In that ſnug room , the ſcene of 88 remark, 
Whoſe windows ſtare upon the ſaunt'ring park, 
Where many an hungry bard, and gambling finner, 
In chop-fall'n fadneſs, counts the trees for dinner; 
In that fnug room where any man of ſpunk 

Would find it a hard matter to get drunk | ; 
Where coy tokay ne'er feels a cook's embraces, 
Nor port nor claret ſhew their roſy faces ; 

But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride, 
From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide ; 
Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, and fowl, and fiſh, 
FR club their 1 to make one 3 diſh ; 


* Fxeter, — The "EY 
+ This will be deemed — by acid readerg—but 3 it is 
nevertheleſs true. 


* here 
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i 
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Where ſtew- pan covers ſerve for plates, I ween, 
And knives and forks and ſpoons are never ſeen; 
Where pepper iſſues from a paper-bag,, 

And for a crewet ſtands a brandy-cag ; 

Where Madam ScuWwELLINGPERG too often ſits 
Like ſome old tabby in her mouſing fits, 
Demurely ſquinting with majeſtic mien, 

To catch ſome fault to carry to the Queen r : 

[n that ſnug room, like thoſe immortal Greeks, 
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovip peaks 
Around the table, all with ſulky looks, \, 
Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, ſat the cooks :: 


At length, with phiz that ſhew'd the man of woes, 


The ſorrowing king of ſpits and ſew-pans: roſe; , 
Like PavL at Athens, very juſtly ſainted,. 

And by the charming bruſh of Raphael abe, 
With out-ſtretch'd hands and energetic. grace, 
He fearleſs thus harangues the ROASTING RACE; 
Whilſt gaping round, in mute attention, ſit 

The poor forlorn diſciples: of the ſpit. 


— 


“ Cooks, ſcullions, hear me ev'ry mother's ſon— _ 


Know that I reliſh, not this royal fun. 

© GEORGE thinks us ſcarcely fit (tis very dear}; 
To carry guts, my. brethren, to a bear. | 
Guts to a bear!ꝰꝰ the cooks, up ſpringing ery Tie 
Guts to a bear!“ the major loud reply'd.. 

{© Guts to the devil !”” roar'd the cooks again, 


And toſs d their noſes high in proud diſdain; 
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The plain tranſlation of whoſe pointed noſes 
The reader needeth not, the bard ſuppoſes; 
But if the reaſon ſome dull reader looks, 

»Tis this whatever Kings may think of cooks, 


F Howe er crown'd heads may deem them low-born 


Cocks are poſſeſs d of ſouls as well as Linge, [things; 
Yet are there ſome who think (but what a ſhame !) ) 
Poor people's ſouls like pence of Birmingham. 
Adulterated braſs—baſe ſtuff-abhor' d | 

That never Can paſs current with the Loxp 

And think, becauſe of wealth they boaſt a ſtore, 
With ev'ry freedom they may treat the poor - 
Witneſs the ſtory that my Muſe, with tears, 
Relates, O Reader, to thy ſhrinking ears. 


With feeble voice and deep deſponding ſi ighs, 
With fallow cheek and pity-aſking eyes, 
A wretch, by age and poverty decay*d, 
For farthings lately to a nasos pray'd: 
The nazos, turkey-like, began to ſwell, 
And d—n'd the beggar to the pit of hell. 
« Oh! Sir,” the ſupplicant was heard to cry, 
(The tear of miſery trickling from his eye, ) | 
* Though I'm in rags, and wond'rous, wond'rous 
And you with gold and ſilver cover'd o'er, [ poor, 
% There won't in heaven ſuch difference take place, 
« When we before the Loxp come face to face. 

Jou face to face with me!” the nabob cry'd, 

In all the inſolence of 1 ahh 


% You 
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« 7ou face to face with me, you dog, appear? 
„% Damme, I'll kick you, if I catch you there. 
Oh! ſhocking blaſphemy ! Oh, horrid ſpeech ! 
Where was the fellow born ?—the wicked wretch ! 1 
So black an imp would pull, I do ſuppoſe, 

A bulſe of di monds from a BEGUM's noſe ; 

Or make, like DovLan, careleſs of his ſoul, 


A new edition of the old Black-hole. 


„% What's life, the major aid, - 4 my brethren, 


If force muſt ſnat ch our firſt delights away : ? LPrays. 
« Relentleſs ſhall the royal mandate drag 
„The hairs that long have grac'd this ſilken bag; ; 
+ Hairs to a barber ſcarcely worth a fig, | 

« Tas few to make a fore-top for a wig ? 

« Muſt razors vile theſe locks, ſo ſcanty, ſhave, 
Locks that I wiſh to carry to my grave 3 

„ Hairs, look my lads, ſo wonderfully thin, 

„% Old SCHWELLINGBERG hath more upon her chin !”? 


6 Yes, that ſhe hath, (exclaim'd a-cook,) by G-, 


„A d—n'd old German good-for- nothing toad. 

“ Yes, yes, her mouth with beard divinely briſtles 

„ LCurſe me, I'd rather kiſs a bunch of thiſtles. 
„Oh! were it but his Majeſty's commands 

To give her gentle jaw-bones to theſe hands, 

„I'd ſhave her, like a puniſh'd ſoldier, dry— 

No killing ſow ſhould make a ſweeter cry— 

I'd pay my compliments to Madam's chin — 

I'll anſwer for't, i'd make the devil grin— 
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46 The razor ol deliciouſly ſhould work 


I'd trim her muzzle—yes, I'd ſcrape her por — 
„ I'd teach her to ſome: purpoſe to behave, 

« And ſhew the witch the nature of a ffia ve | 
* Oh! woman, woman! whether lean or fat, 


« In face an ms : but 1 in ſoul a cat. 


He ended—when each mouth upon the ſtretch,. 
| Crown'd with a loud horſe-laugh the claſſic oe. 


Too ſoon, alas?! reſentment ſeiz*d' the hs; 
And Joxx reign'd his grin-provoking pow'r; 
RAE dimm'd of mirth the ſudden ſunny ſky, 
And fd with gloomy oaths each ſcowling eye; 
Whilt Gazrey returning, took her turn to reign; 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and ſadden'd ev'ry mien: 


4 Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces— : 
For * 18 grief Giipos'd to bros down „„ 


* Son of the ſpit!”? tho major, ſtrutting, cry” d, 
« T like thy ſpirit, and revere thy pride : | 
« Fd rather hear thee than a biſſiop preach, 
For thou haſt made a very pretty ſpeech. 
« Such is the language that the gods ſhould hear, 
And ſuch ſhould thunder on the royal ear. 


Vet, ſon of dripping, tho' thou ſpeak'it my notions, 
We muſt not be too nimble in our motions—— _ 
% Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; 


"0 Soft fires, the * tells us, make good malt. 
| 14 And 
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And yet again I bid you ſtand like rocks, 

« And battle for the honour of your locks. 

« Lo! 1n theſe aged hairs is all my joy— 

« To ſhave them, is my being to deſtroy. 

« What's life, if life has not a bliſs to give 

« And if unhappy, who would wiſh to live ? 

* CONTENT can viſit the poor ſpider'd room, 

6 Pleas'd with the coarſe ruſh mat and birchen broom 
% Where parents, children, feaſt on oaten bread, 

With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 

Where health with vigor nerves their backs and hams, : 

*« Sweet ſouls! though ragged as young colts or rams, 

„Where calmly ſleep the parents with their darlings, 
Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ſtarlings; 

* LulP'd to their reſt, beneath the coarſeſt ragh 

« Dead to the bitings of a thouſand bugs. : „„ 


Cox r ENT, mild maid ! delights in /mple things, 
* And envies not the ſtate of queens or kings; » 
Do. Can dine on ſheep's-head, or a diſh of broth, - 
„ Without a table, or a table- cloth; 5 
« Nor wiſhes, with the faſhionable group, 
To viſit HoxTox's ſhop for turtle ſoup z 
Can uſe a bit of packthread for a jack, 
* And fit upon a chair without a back! 
„ Pay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
“And uſe a wooden ſkewer for a for 
« Oweet maid! whothinksnot ſhoesof tenthetſhoekiiig * 


8 ey feels the horrors 1 in a worſted ſtocking; 
Her 
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Her temper mild, no huckaback can ſhock, 
Though for her lovely limbs it forms a ſmock ; 
Pleas'd with the nat'ral curls her face that ſhade, 
No graves are robb'd for hair to make a braid : 
Her breaſt, of native plumpneſs, ne'er aſpires 
To ſwelling merry-thoughts of gauze and wires, 


To look like crops of ducks (with labour borne ) 


Stretch'd by a ſuperfluity of corn. 


With Nature” s hips, ſhe ſighs not for cort-rumps,, 
And ſcorns the pride of pinching ſtays or jumps; 
But pleas'd from whalebone priſons to eſcape, 


She truſts to ſimple nature for a ſhape ; 


Without a warming-pan can go to bed— 
And wrap her petticoat about her head ; 


And in a pair of minutes is undreſt; 
Whillt all the fa/bionable female clans, 
Undrefling, ſeem unloading caravans. 


Nor ſigh for cob-web caps of Mecklin lace, 


That ſhade of quality the varuiſn'd face; 
Sweet nymph, like doves, ſhe ſeeks her ſtraw - built neſt, 


No matter from what ſource contentment ſprings; 
Tis juſt the ſame in cooks as tis in Kings; 
And if our fouls are ſet upon our hair, 


7 


Let ſnip-ſnap barbers, nay, let Kings, beware, 
Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Bulls, 


And clap, like fools, the edge-tool to our 


ſkulls, 


Tread on a worm, he ſhews his rage and pain, 


By turning on the wounding toe again: 


6 Nay, 
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% Nay, ev'n inanimates appear to feel: 
« On the looſe fone, if chance direct your heel: | 
„Lo! from its womb the ſudden ſtream aſcends, © 
To prove the foot was not among his friends 
% And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
„Ober the fair ſtocking ſpouts the ſable flood.“ 


So ſpoke the major, with reſentment hare 
Spoke like a man—indeed, like man inſpir (!? 
Some critic cries, with ſharp faſtidious look, 

« Bard, bard, this is not language for a cook. — 
« O ſnarler! but III lay thee any 55 5 
« It is not too ſublime for a cook major.” — 


« Behold ! to remedy our ſad condition,” 
The major cry'd, . I've cook'd up a petition : 
„This carries weight with it, or I'm miſtaken, 
« Shall ſhake the Monarch's ſoul, and faveourbacon.”?*-- 
Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 
He read ſonorous to the gaping crowd. 


Thus reads a pariſh-clerk in church a brief, 
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief 
Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches 
But (loſt its way) unfortunately ſteers 
To fat church-wardens and fat overſeers - 

Improves each diſh, augments the punch and ale, 
And adds new ſpirit to > the ſmutty tale. 
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Your Majeſty's firm friends and faithful cooks, 
Who in your palace merry liv'd as grigs, 
Have heard, with heavy hearts and down-caſt looks, 
That we muſt all be ſhav'd, and put on wigs: 
7 ou, Sikk, who with ſuch honour wear your crown, 
Should never bring on ours diſgraces down. 


Dread Sir! we really deem our heads our own, 
With ev'ry ſprig of hair that on them ſprings — 
In France, where men like ſpaniels lick the throne, | 
And count it glory to be cd by Kings, 
Their locks belong unto the Grand Monargue, 
Who ſwallows privileges like a ſhark. 


Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance 
We dare your ſacred Majeſty aſſure, | 
That there's a diff'rence between us and France ; 
And long, we hope, that di i *rence we ll endure. 
We know Kix Louis would, with pow'r ſo dread, 
Not only cut the Lair off, but the hea, 


" 2 
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Oh! tell us, Sir, in loyalty ſo true, 
What dire defigning raggamuffins ſaid, 

That we, your cooks, are ſuch a naſty crew, 

Great Sir! as to have crawlers in our head? 

My Liege, you can't find one through all our houſe 

Not if you'd 185 a * for a louſe. 


What-creature *twas you found upon) your plate 
We know not—af a louſe, it was not ours; 

To ſhave each cook's poor unoffending pate,” 
Betrays too much of arbitrary pow'rs 

The act humanity and juſtice ſnocks: 

Let him who obne the crawler loſe his locks. 


But grant upon your plate this louſe ſo dread, 

How can you ſay, Sir, it belongs to us *— 
Maggots are found in many a princely head 
And if a maggot, why then not a louſe.? 
Nay, grant the Ia& ;-with horror ſhould you ſhrink ? 
It could not eat your Majeſty, we think. 


Hunger, my Liege, hath oft Liens felt by Kin 
As well as people of inferior flate x 7 


Quarrels with cooks are therefore dangrous things 
We cannot anſwer for your ſtomach's fate; 

For by your fize, we frankly muſt declare— 

You fecd on more ſubſtantial ſtuff than air, 
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My Liege, a univerſe hath been our foes ; 
The times have look'd moſt miſerably black— 
America hath try'd to pull your noſe— _ [back : 

French, Dutch, and Spaniards, fi d to bang your 
Twould be a ſerious matter, we can tell ye, 
Were we to buccanneer it on your belly. 


You ſee the ſpirit of your cooks, then, Sire — 
Determin d nobly to ſupport their locks : 
And ſhould your guards be order'd out to fire, 
Their guns may be oppos'd by ſpits and crocks : 
Knives, forks, and ſpoons, may fly, with plates a ſtore, 
And all the thunder of the kitchen roar. 5 


Mat Gardner, yeoman of the mouth, 8 
He'll join the ſtandard of your injur'd cooks 
Each ſcullion, turnbroche, for redreſs prepares, 
And puts on very formidable looks : 
Your women, too—imprims, Mrs Dyer, 
5 Whole eggs are good as ever felt a fire. 


Next ſweeper- general, Bicbley, Miſtreſs Mary, 
With that fam ' d bell- ringer call'd Mrs. Loman — 
Ann Spencer, guardian of the neceſſary— 
That is to ſay, the neceſſary woman. 
All theſe, an't pleaſe you, Sir, ſo fierce, determine 
To join us in the cauſe of hair and vermin. 
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There's Miſtreſs Stewart—Mr. Richard Day, 
Who find your ſacred Majeſty in linen, 
Are ready to ſupport us in our frag——— ; 

You can't conceive the paſſion they have been in: 
They ſwear ſo much your ſcheme of ſhaving hurts, 
You ſha'nt have pocket-handkerchiefs or ſhirts. 
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The grocers, Clarke and Taylor, curſe the ſcheme, 
And ſay, whate'er we do, the world won't blame us 
80 Coomber ſays, who gives you milk and cream— _ 
And thus your old friend, Mr. Lewis Ramus. 
We think your ſacred Majeſty would mutter 
At loſs of ſugar, milk, and cream, and butter. 


Suppoſe, an't pleaſe yon, Sir, that Miſtreſs Anutton . 
And Miſtreſs Maifeld, fierce as tyger-cats, 

One overſeer of all the beef and mutton, . 

| The other lady preſident of ſprats 

Suppoſe, in oppoſition to your wiſh, _ 

This locks away the fleſh, and that the fiſh? 


| Suppoſe John Clarke refuſe ſupplies of muſtard, 

So neceſſary to your beef and bacon ? 

Mill Roberts all the apple-pye and cuſtard ! 

Your Majeſty would growl, or we're miſtaken 
Suppoſe that Welle, a ſtubborn temper ſtudying, 
Should take the plums from off the Sanday pudding? 
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Suppoſe that Rainsforth with our corps unites 
Ve mean the man who all the tallow handles 
Suppoſe he daring locks up all the lights 
How could your Majeſty. contrive for candles: ? 
Vou'd be, (excu'e the freedom of remark, ) 


Like ſome adminiſtrations—in the dark. 


We dare r you, that our r grief! 18 great— 
And oft indeed our feelings it enrages, 


To fee your facred Majeſty befet 


By ſuch a graceleſs gang of idle pages 
And, with fubmiffion to your judgment, Sire, 


We think old Madam * a ace 


8 Ga BA Sia, that by your eruel OM 
The barbers ſhould attack our humble head, 

And that we ſhould not chuſe to breed a riot, 
Becauſe we might not with to lofe our bread ; 

Say, would the triumph o'er each harmleſs cook 


Make Geore® The Tux like Ar EAN DeR look? 


Dread Sir! reflect on Jonxxr Wrrixss's fate, 


Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble— 
Wirxxs bade defiance to your frowns and ſtate, 
And got the better in that famous ſquabble : 


Poor was the victory you wiſh'd to win, 


That fat the mouth of Euzozz on the grin. 


0 Kue, 
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O Kix, our wives are in the kitchen roaring, | 
All ready in rebellion now to riſe—- 
They mock our humble method of imploring, 
And bid us guard againſt a wig-ſurpriſe : 
« Yours is the hair {they cry) th' Almighty gave ye, 
And not a King in Chriſtendom ſhould ſhave ye.“ 


Lo! on th” event the world impatient looks, 
And thinks the joke is carried much too far: 

Then pray, Sir, liſten to your faithful cooks, 
Nor in the palace breed a civil war : 

Loud roars our band, and, obſtinate as pigs, 


Cry, „Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs.“ 
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Magna iter aſcendo, ſed dat mihi gloria vires 
Non juvat ex facili lecta corona jugo. 
8 5 PROPER TIUS, 


Bold is th' afcent, but croxy nerves my pow'rs; 
& like to 1 on e flow'rs. 


' CANTO 111. 


. N IGHT, like a widow bn her weeds of woe, 


Had gravely walk'd for hours our world below: 
Hobgoblins, ſpectres in her train, and cats; 
Owls round her hooting, mix'd with ſhrieking bats, 
Like wanton Cupids in th' Idalian grove, 
That flickering ſport around the Queen of Love. 


Nov like our quality, who darkling riſe, 
Each ſtar had op'd its faſhionable eyes; 


Too proud to make appearance, too well-bred , 
Till Sor, the vulgar wretch, had gone to bed- 


His 
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His wiſdom dead to ſublunary things, 
In leaden ſlumber fnor'd the beft of #**#*# 

In ſlumber lifeleſs, with ſeraphic mien, 

Cloſe at his back, too, ſnor'd his gentle * * : 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds, 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for different beds! 


Bleſt imp! now Mon PHEUS o'er each Princeſs ſtole, 
And clos'd thoſe radiant eyes that vainly roll! 
Eyes! Love's bright ſtars ! ! but doom'd in vain 
to ſhine; | 

For, ah ! what youth ſhall fay © thoſe orbs are mine? 
Then, what are eyes, alas! the brighteſt eyes, 
Forbid to languiſh on a Lover's ſighs ? 
The pouting lip, the ſoft luxuriant breaſt, 
If coldly fated never to be preſs' d! pO 

Ah! vainly thoſe like dew-clad cherries glow ; 
And his as vainly vies with Alpine ſnow ! 
The breath that gives of Araby the gales, 
The voice that ſounds enchantment, what avails ? 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, | 
Gift of the Graces, all are thrown away 


But, poſſibly, ſome German Duke may move, 
And make a tendre of his heavy love! | 
His wide dominions—miles, p'rhaps, nine or ten 
His Myrmidonian phalanx—fifty men! 
But lo! his heart, the fount whence honour ſprings, 


Swell d with the richeſt blood of ancient kings ! 
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He comes ! not for high birth, his own before! 
Great Duke! he comes to woo our golden ore, 
And add (how truly happy Britain's fate!) 
Another leech to ſuck the ſanguine ſtate ; 1 
To join {compoſing what a goodly row!) 

The place-broker, old Scuw———— and Co. 


Now Moxrhkus (in compaſſion to mankind, 
Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind) 
Amus de with dreams man's. ambulating ſoul, 

To recompenſe him for the time he ſtole 

Bade the beau dance, his Delia melt away, 

Who box'd his ears ſo cruel through the day: 

Of ancient damſels eas'd the love-ſick pains, 
Brought back loſt charms, and fill'd their Iaps with 
Gave placid cuckoldom a conitant dame; {iwains ; 
To brainleſs authors, bread and cheeſe and fame; 
Made driving monarchs ſchemes of wildom plan, 
And Nature's rankeſt coward kill his man; 

Gave to the chop-fall'n courtier wealth and power, 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour, 


Though tip toed, hawk like, watchful all the STM | 


To ſeize the fainteſt glimpſe of royal mile; 

Bade happy aldermen aſſume new airs ) 

Be-chain'd with all the ſplendour of Lord M ay'rs * 

And bade them too (without a groat to Pay) 

* all the turtle of the day: 

Bade G. think his might could match a mouſe, | 

And Cranzrs fancy he could build a houſe ; | 
| | And 
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And LA D Mouzr, th' antipodes of grace, 
Think that ſhe does not frighten with her face.— 


Now SILENCE in the country ſtalk'd the dews, 
As if the wore a flannel pair of ſhoes, 
Lone ht ning, as the poets well remark, 
To falling mill- ſtreams, and the maſtiff's bark; 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats, moſt mourniul tales; 
To hoot of owls amid the duſky vales, 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog's ſnore, 
The ſpe&re's ſhriek, and ocean s drowzy roar. 
Lull'd was each ſtreet of London to repoſe, 
Save where it echo'd to a waTCH Man's noſe; 
Or, where a warehu ax, with cay-piercing rattle, 
Rous'd his brave brothers from each box to battle; 
To fall upon the CyxnTH14s of the mght, 
Sweet nymphs! whoſe ſole profeſſion is deligt-t ! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs purſue, 
And hawks, i in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue} 
Thus on the flies of evening ruſh the _ 
And maſtiffs fally on the am*cous cats! 


Still was the palace, ſave where now and then 
The tell-tale feet of love-defigning men, 
Night-wand'ring lords, ſoft patting on the floor, 
Of maids of honour ſought the chamber-door ;- 
Obliging door! that, op'ning to the tap, 

Admitted lords to take a ſocial nap, 
And chaſe moſt kindly from each timid maid | 
The ghoſts that frightful haunt the midnight ſhade; 


For 
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For very horrid 'tis, we all muſt own, 
For poor defenceleſs nymphs to lie alone; 
Sines nights are often doleful, dark, and drear, 
And raiſe in gentle breaſts a world of fear. 
Nay, were not lords ordain'd for lady's charms ; 
To guard from perils dire, and dread alarms ? 
Yes ! and like lock'd-up gems thoſe charms to keep, 
Amidſt the ſpectred ſolitude of ſleep. 
How wicked, then, to fly in Natvukx's face, 
And deal d—na—n on a kind embrace! 
Pardon, ye grave divines, this doctrine ſtrange, 
Who think my morals may have caught the mange. 
Still was the palace, ſave where ſome poor fly, 
With thirſt juſt ready to drop down and die, 
Buzz'd faint petitions to his Maker's ear, 
To ſhew him one ſmall drop of dead ſmall beer; 
Save where the cat, for mice, ſo hungry, watching, 
Swore the lean animals were fcarce worth catching; 
Save where the dog ſo gaunt, in grumbling tone, 
By dreams deluded, mouth'd a mutton bone; 
Save where, with throats to ſounds of horror ſtrain'd, 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatiſms complain'd, 
| Lamenting fore, amid a royal hold, 
40 er hard that crickets ſhould be killa by cold! 


" Now FAME to pIScorD's dreary 1 ans I 
To tell the beldame more than all ſhe knew, | | 
Who, at the devil's table, for her work, | 


For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 
: D1sconn, 
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Disconb, a ſleepleſs hag, who never dies, - 
With ſaipe-like noſe, and ferret-glowing eyes, 
Lean, ſallow cheeks, long chin, with beard ſupply'd, 
Poor crackling joints, and wither'd parchment hide, 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din, 

Had clubb'd their yellow heads to form her ſkin ; 
D1scorD, who, pleas'd a univerſe to ſway, 

Is never half ſo bleſt as in a fray : 

D1scorD, to deeds, indeed, moſt daring giv 'n, 
Who bade vile Satan raiſe a duſt in heav'n: 
Stirr'd up the ſweeteſt angels to rebel, | 

And ſunk the faireſt forms to darkeſt hell; 

Bade, by her din, the humbleit ſpirits riſe, 

Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the ſkies; 

For which they very properly were tent, 

Unhappy legions ! into bauiſhment ; 

Doom'd, for ſuch moſt abominable ſinning, 

To broil on charcoal, with eternal grinning. — 


* 


Disconp, who whiſper'd to the jealous Cain, „ 


Go crack thy brother's box that holds his brain; 
Which Cain perform'd, in godlineſs unſtable, 

That foe to piety and brother Abel; 
D1iscoRD, who haunts poor G 8 maudling DA Mb, 
And makes her Duke of wiſdom cry out“ Shame! 
Who, after dinner, for her honours ſcreams, 
And graſps a Britiſh crown in drunken dreams 
Then roars as though (what richly ſhe deſerves) 


The Duke had clapp'd : a broom - ſtick to her nerves: 
Disconv, 
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'D1scorD, who alſo often doth profane 

The goodly ſtreets and courts of Drury lane [drunk, 
Where bawd meets bawd, blaſpheming, ſwearing, 
Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abuſes Punk: 
Disconb, delighting in the wordy war, 

The pillar of the ſenate and the bar: 

Disconp, who makes a ** delight in ode, 

Slight * Square of Hanover for Tott'nham Road; 
Where, with the taſte ſublime of Goth and Vandal, 
He orders the worſt works of heavy Handel; 

+ Encores himſelf, till all the audience gape, 

And ſuffers not a quaver to eſcape: 
Disconp, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all noſe 


For ever N with a world's repoſe !— 


When FAME arriv'd, the ſhaving tale to tell, 
Pleas'd was the red-ey'd fury in her cell, [fow!, 
Where ſcorpions crawl'd, where ſereech'd that noily 
Known in Great Britain by the name of owl; 

Bat ſhriek'd, and grillatalpas join'd the ſound, 
Cats ſquall'd, pigs whin'd, and adders hiſs'd around. 


Cloſe to the reſtleſs wave her manſion lay, 


Receding from the beam of chearful day: ; 


5 Gallini' s rooms are in this eure in which is performed | 


the celebrated profeſſional concert. 


1 "This was a moſt Judicrous circumſlance, that happened 
not long ſmce, when his and the orcheſtra were left to 
themſelves and God /uwe abe King. | 

mm ; Hence 
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Hence on black wing the naG was wont to roam, 
And join the witches mid the ſtormy gloom ; 

Howl with delight amid the thunder's roar; 

Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy ſhore ; 

| See, 'midſt each flaſh, the heads of ſeamen rife, 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries, 

Around her dwelling various portraits hung, 

Of thoſe whoſe noiſy names in hiſt' ry rung. 

Here, with ſpread arms, whom grace and fury fill 


Thund'ring d—na—n, ftar'd Stentorian HILL: 
There curs'd, Sir JosEFPH BAxxs, in queſt of fame, 
At finding fleas and lobſters not the ſame. | 
Here a prime fav'rite, of a ſainted band, 

Hell in his heart, and torches in his hand ; 

Lond GEORGE by mobs huzza'd, and, what 1s odd, 
Burning poor Papiſts for the love of God; 

Pleas'd as old NxRO on each falling dome, 
Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome ! 

There, in reſpect to kings, not over nice, 

That revolution finner—Docror Price ; 


Whoſe labours, in a molt uncourtly ſtyle, 
Win not, like gentle Bukkk's, the royal ſmile z 
Gain not from good DIVINES both praiſe and thanks, 
Call'd, by the wicked, © Goſpel Mountebanks, 
Mere quack pretenders, from their lofty Ration 
“ Puffing off idle no//rums of ſalvation z _ 
% Who, where the milk and honey flows, refors 
Like rooks in corn-fields, black'ning all the court.“ 
Here, leading all her bears, ſo ſavage forth, 
Wild rag'd the AMAZONIAN of the North, 
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With RuiN leagu'd, t' attack the Turkiſh hive, 
And leave not half a Muffulman alive : 


There ſtorm'd a vixen, far and near renown'd 


For ſweetneſs, meebneſe, piety profound : | 


Her ſons abuſing (in abuſes old) 


With all the fury of a German ſcold !— 


Theſe, with ſome ſcores, were ſcen, of equal fame, 


Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame! 

The forms of Mapam SCHWELLENBERG ſhe took, 
Her broken Engliſh, garb, and fin-like look; 
Then ſought the palace, and the royal ear, 

And whiſper'd thus, Mine God, Sir, nebber fear— 
« Oh, pleaſe your Majeſty, you ver ver right: 

“ Shave all de raſcal, if but out of ſpite. 


„„ Lord! Lord! how will a mighty monarch look, 


& Not able, O mine God! for ſhave a cook! 

& Dat like a king, I ſay, what can't do dat ? 

% Mine God! pray half more ſpirit dan a cat. 

& Ser, in mine court, de prince be great as king — 
« He ſcorn to ax one word about a ting. 

Mine God ! de cook muſs nebber dare make groan, 
« Nor dare to tell a prince der ſoul der own: 


„is de dam Englis only, dat can ſay, 


* 


Boh! fig for king! by God, I'll haf my way. 


I haf ſee court enough—a prince and dook, 
« But nebber wiſh on ſuſh as dis to look: 


L lay ver often to myſelf Goode God! 


] nebber vith a crown mine head for load ! 


« ] do 


— ———— — — 
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« T do not wiſh myſelf more greater efils 
„A King of Englis be a King of defils : 

« 'To puniſhment de louſy raſal bring, 
And ſhow dem all vat *tis for be a King. 

© America haf cover us vid ſhame ; 

6 Jack Wilkes, too, be a dam, dam ugliſh name 3 
And ſal de paltry cook be conquerer, too? 

% No, God forbid! as dat vill nebber do. 

© De hair muſs fall before your royal eye, 


„ "Tis ſometing, Tags! to triumph pon poor fly.“ — 


Pleas'd with her voice, the Kir g of nations fmil'd, 
For pow'r with monarchs is a fav'rite child: 


« What! what! not ſhave 'em, ſhave 'em, ſhave _ 


„ em, ſhave em? 

1 "mn all the world, not all the world ſhall fave *em. 
Lell ſheer 'em, ſheer *em, as I ſheer my ſheep.” — 
Thus ſpoke the mighty Monarch in his ſleep: 
Which proves that kings in ſleep a ſpeech may make, 
Equal to what they utter broad awake.— 


Charm'd with the miſchief full on fancy's view, 
Quick to the major's room the FURY flew : | 
Put off the form of SCHWELLENBERG, and took 
Of Mapa HAGGERDORN the milder look : 

J woman, in whoſe ſoul no guile is ſeen, 

The miſtreſs of the robes to our good Queen : 
A queen, who really has not got her peer. 

A queen, to this our kingdom wond'rous dear e 
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Which ſhows, however folks are apt to ſport, 
That all the virtues may be found at court. 
Now, in the Mayor's ear the beldame ſaid, 
& YAN D1xoNn—Y AN, you mult not, man, be fraid. 
I like muſh your peteeſhon to de King, 
« Though GEORGE will ſwear tis dam, dam ſaucy 
« And ſwear, dat as his ſoul is to be ſave, [ting ; 
e at ebbry von of you ſal all be ſhave: 
MAN Dix, rader your dear life lay down, : 
„Pan be de laugh (mine Gote !) of all de town, 
De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet, | 
« Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow de ſtreet. 
De ſame (mine Gote !) vill chimney- ſweep behave, | 
« And cry, * Dere go de blockhead dat vas ſhave : 
* © Dere go von poor ſhare fellow !* cry de trul, 
% Becauſe he had de louſe upon his ſcull.” 
% know he ſay, dat you ſal loſe your lock, 
© Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o'clock. 
„I tink dere may be battle—nebber mind, 
% T hope dat Godamighty vill be kind. 
| „What, if de King make noiſe about de houſe, | 
| For noting but dis dam confounded louſe: 


„ He be but von, you know: and den for you, 
& Mine Gote! Yan Dixon, you is fifty-t wo: 
„ 'Tiak, Yan, how GEORGE vas frighten by de mob, 
« When Lord GEORGE GorboN made dat burning 
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"0G Mine Gote ! Yau, ut me, rader loſe dy place, 


«© an ſufer ſuch dam naſty, dam diſgrace. i 
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« I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear YAN, 

«© His Majeſty be ver good ſort of man; 

„ But ver ver like, indeed, as oder men, 

« Dat is, a leetel ſtubborn now and den.— 

„ Tink, Yan, of dat ver ugly ting, a wig, 

« For pot-boy and de pot- girl run der rig! 

« Boh! filty ting, enough de deffil for ſcare; 

« An made perhap of diſmal dead man's hair ! 

« I ſal not wonders if, dy ſoul for ſhock, 

«A ghoſt come ſeize upon der ſtolen lock. 

© No, fags! nor wonders if dey come an pull 

« De vig vid muſh, muſh fury from dy ſcull. 
Pon ſom poor trumpet head perhap dat grow'd,, 
Dat die of dam diforder, nalty toad! 
Thus ſaying, 1o! the Fury made retreat, 

And left the Lord of Saucepans in a ſweat. 

Juſt like King Richard in his tent, Joux rear d, 
And verily a man of woes appear'd. 

Now handling his ſmall pig-tail, Now you're here, 
Exclaim'd the Mazor, „ but not long, 1 fear: 

«© Perhaps ſome good may follow this ſame dream, 
« And reſolution mar this ſhaving ſcheme —_— 
Curs'd be the Louſe that fo much miſchief bred, 
And yields to Barbers boys, the harmleſs head : 
« Curs'd be the razor-maker, curs'd the prig 
Who thought upon that greaſy thing—a wig. 
Sure, twas ſome mangy beaſt, ſome ſcabby rogue, 


. ho brought a thing ſo filthy into vogue! 
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% Had NATURE meant the ſcare-crow to be worn, 
“ Infants with wigs had certainly been born.— _ 
% But lo! with little hair, and that uncurl'd, 

« But not with vige, they come into the world! 
„ What ſhame, that ſheep, that horſes, cows, and bulls, 
& Should club their tails, to furniſh Chriſtian ſculls! 
c But what a ſacrilegious ſhame, the dead 
© Can't keep, poor ſouls, their locks upon their head ! 

£ What ſhame, the ſpectres, in the midnight air, 

“ Should wander, ſcreaming for their plunder'd hair! 
« Curs'd be the ſhaving plan, I ſay again, 
Although the bantling of a Royal brain!“ 

Thus curs'd the Mazor to Nicnr's lif ning ear, 
Enough to turn a Chriſtian pale to hear ! 

Thus, heedleſs of hereafter, for a pin 

Will men and women run their ſouls in fin ! 

Now paus'd the Mazor, with a thoughtful air; 
And now ſoliloquied with folemn flare :— 

6 Drunk with domi nion, gorg'd with vicious thou ghts, 
„ With Folly teeming, doz d by Flatt'ry's draughts, 
„ Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams 

* And think their brains? dull 8 WIspbou's 
| cc ftreams, — | 
« Too many a monarch lives; but, lo! not ours! 
« A King, who WisDom's very ſelf devours; 
„ Snaps at arts, ſciences, where'er they riſe, 
« With all the fire of boys at butterflies. — 
* Such cannot, ſurely, own a little heart; 


4 Therefove our locks and we may never et 
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Now, from a ſtool, a tinder-box he took, 
And fiercely with the ſtone the Reel he ſtruck; 
And, after many unſucceſsful ſhocks, 

The ſparks inflam d the tinder in the box ; 
Which, by a match which Joun did ſagely handle, 
Gave ſudden luſtre to a farthing candle. , 


Thus, if ſmall things with great we may compare, | 


We ſee hard pedagogues, with furious air, 
Strike with the fiſt, and often with a ſtick, 
Light through a ſcholar's ſcull, ten inches thick. 


Now, full illuminated, Dixon ſtole, 
Where lay a Maſter-cook within his hole: 
From whence, to all th” inferior cooks they went, 
Inclin'd to oppoſition's big intent; 
But, not ſo fieree, alas ! for oppoſi ition, 
As in the threat'ning, bullying Petition; 
For men (it is reported) daſh and vapour | 
Leſs on the field of battle, than on paper. 
Thus, in the hiſt'ry of each dire campaign, 
More carnage loads the newſpaper than plain. | 
And now the cooks and ſcullions left each neſt ; 
And now, behold, they one and all were dreſt. 


Lo! ſullen to the kitchen mov'd the throng, 
Gloom on each eye, and filence on each tongue : 
How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier! 
But, ah! impreſs'd with ſorrow more ſincere ; 
For oft, at tombs, with joy the boſom burns — 
There, 'tis the /able back alone that mourns, 
| Nov 
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Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire, 
They ſullen ſat, their grief commix d with i ire; 
Sad ruminating all around the flame, 
Like Harry and his band, of deathleſs name, 
Near Agincourt, expectant of the day | 
Big with the horrors of a bloody fray ; 
A fray that threaten'd his poor little band, 
Jo ſweep it, juſt like ſpiders, to that land, 
Terra incognita yelep'd, which ſtretches 
Afar! —of which, imperfect are our ſketches; 
Since all who have ſurvey'd this diſtant bourn, 
So welcom d, were not ſuffer'd to return.— 
Thus did the cooks expect the fatal morn, 
When, ſheecp-like, every head was to be ſhorn. 


Now to the whitening Eaſt they caſt their ſight, 
And wiſh'd, but vainly, an eternal night: 
Not with leſs pleaſure ſtares upon the day, 

The wretch condemn'd hard Nature's debt to pay; 
Condemn'd ere noon to act a deed abborr'd:; 

To ſtretch, for Juſtice? ſake, the fatal cord: | 
Not with leſs pleaſure ſhrunk (unknown to ſhame, ) 
A meat, drink, ſnuff, and diamond-loving Dams, . 
When told, „That if poor Haſtings went to pot, 
« Away went pearls, and jewels, and what not, 
Porn from the ſtomacher ſo fine, yet foul, 
Which Av'RICE thirſted for, and Raeixs ſtole:“ 
Not with leſs pleaſure, in the vale of life, 
Poor Fel- v1 beheld a youthful wife, 
„ (Force d, 
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4 Fore; on a bed of ice, ' ſweet flow'r, to bloom 
Ah ] forc'd to ſhine, a ſun-beam, on a tomb) 
That blooming youthful wife, iaclin'd to ſtray 
With HAM—LTON, all in a billing way; 

Juſt like two turtles, or a pair of lambs, 

Or ewes ſo playful with the friſky rams: 


Not with leſs glee an old and hopeleſs maid, 

Zurveys the ſun aſcending from the ſhade; 

A ſun, that gives a younger ſiſter's charms 

So hated, to a bridegroom” s happy arms: 

Not with leſs joy, that raging chaſte old maid 

Zees the frail Fair-ones in the Cyprian trade 
Eſcape the whip and gaol, and hemp beſide, 
By means of gentle MisrER JusTics HyDE. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty! though, with aſpic eye, 

And glance diſdainful, PruDERY paſs them by, 
With mincing ſtep, and ſquinting cautious dread, 
As though their looks alone contagion ſhed. — 

J view each pallid WRETCH with grief lincere, 

And call on Pity for her tend'reſt tear; 

See, on their cheeks, the bluſh of VinTue burn 

Hear from their fouls, the ſigh of Ruin mourn ; 
View, veil'd in HorRoR's gloom, their ſwimming 

Beaming with hopeleſs wiſhes to the ſkies, [eyes, 
Like the pale Moox's dim ſolitary form, | 

| Wrapp'd in the darkneſs of the midnight ſtorm. 
Too oft, by Txzacn'ry's winning {mile betray d, 
Too fondly truſting, falls the ſimple maid ! 
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Too many a TH—L—E walks the world of woe, 
Jo foul of INNOCENCE the ſacred ſnow! 

To love, yet nurſe the thought of villain art, 

How hard a leſſon for the partial heart! 

Too hard a leffon for the female ſoul, 
Where Lovs no part ner owns, and ſcorns controul. 


Not with leſs Piel ſane doth a poet look 
On cruel eritieiſm which damus his ke 
Or recommends it to that peaceful ſhore 
Where books and bards are never heard of more, 
Than look*d each man, with lengthen'd boding beard, 
On that fad morn, which doom'd them to be ſhear'd : 
Not with leſs pleaſure, likewiſe, let me ſay, 
A hungry author ſees his dying play 
Child of his dotage, who ſurveys its fall, 
Juſt as mankind ſhall view the tumbling ball 
When ſun, moon, ſtars, and all the diſtant ſpheres, 
Burſt in one general wreck about their ears, | 
Not with leſs pleaſure did * SIR WILLIAM's eye 
See SOMERSET's bold wing deſert its ſky; 


* This gentleman till retains the place of Comptroller of 
the Board of Works, to the kingdom's ſurpriſe : but demerit 
in building, as well as in painting, is a ſufficient recommenda- 
tion ta a certain ſpecies of paTRONs, particularly if the pro- 
feſlors are deſpiſed by the people at large. It is the money of 
this nation that is fought for, not the merit, The circum- 
ſtance of being a foreigner, too (for the ſame Six WII IIAM 
CxamBrss is a Swede,) carries with it another A. claim. 
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A fall, 
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A fall, at which the Nation's purſe exclaims, 

That thund'ring cruſh'd the back of roaring THAMES. 
Not with leſs pleaſure did Sin WILLIAM's ear, 
A ſecond craſh of this fam'd fabric hear | 

When poor Sin Josnva, with his painting band, 
Swore the dread day of judgment juſt at hand. 

Not with leſs glee, tenacious of his droſs, 
Ross * ſtarted—Reader! not the Man of Roſs— 


When 


= 


The preſent Bisnor or Ex TER, who, when his Ma- 


JESTY viſited that ancient city lately, oft handſomely excuſed 
himſelf the honour of entertaining his Royal MasTER, by 
billetting him upon DrAN BUIILER. The following lines, 
extracted from a manuſcript performance of one JohN PłOouou- 
snakk, called the Roy AL ProGkEss, we think, will eluci- 


date this part of our Erie, and not be unacceptable to our 


— 4 — 


ma 


readers. 
Fg 


IN comm'd the KING at laſte to town, 
With douſt and zweat az nutmeg brown, 
The hoſſes all in ſmoke; | 

« Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 
© Red colours vleeing, roaring, dringing, 
* Zo mad zeem'd all the voke. | 


« Wiping his zweaty jaws and poll, 
All over douſte we ſpied 'Squixt RoLL E, 
« Cloſe by the King's coach trattin; | 
© Now ſhoving in the coach his head, 
Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 
Suk Ror LE and Gon be chattin. 


6 Now 


4 4 1 
1 & 
nn n 


. 
. 
n 

"Ll. 
- 1 


3 RE nr for noe wo og; 2 


— lene og} 
— 


Fre 
NIE 
AR 5 


ne 
$64 FRAME AS er 
e 
e 1 
D 


A . er- ebe 8 


—— are on 1 1 
33 © ” 1 y 
at EI my ie; Yy 2 — r 
12õ444 «„ —— of. hon bb « 4 


n 2 
n 


r 
—U—— 


Eb, re 


— * 
— 8 xt 


— 


ne 


47 5 k <a Tg = 
Rattray on 2 i N 
rr 
EA - A nn 


P INS OE." 
TEAS Pn OE ug 


ee > 


* 
"On ———_ 
r 


e > N 


— y n 
þ 2 e FT A —- 2 3 
3 ĩͤ TTT 
Wo ES Et 0 e . ll, ** 
5 — on E Of 
N * * * —  EA 
2 


— 1 


1 


Ca 
i 


* 


n en 


— 10 : CE ans 2 
5 e r . 8 y . _ r 
* E 3 8 E Nee — 5 y &.5 , N n 4 8 hs OI bao 
2 2 "oY AAS DE, 2, 8 ese on 1 oe ea tos IP Sm * . 22 3 
rr a; . n 8 gy. . . e — 
1 ko * Ter - rr Y 8 . 2 


252 Fux WORKS OP 


— 


When Mazzsry, to reſt his royal head, 
Aſk'd of the Church's mitred Son a bed, 


Þ 
3 
4 


Poor 


Now went the ALDzamen and May's, 
* Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 
The royal voke to ken; 5 
* When Mas TER May's, upon my word, 
«* Pok'd to the King a gert long ſword, 

Which he pok'd back agen. 


© Now thooſe that round his Worſhip ſtood, 
© Declar'd it clumſily was dood; 
et Squirr, the people zay, 
_ © Brandiſh'd a gert hoſs glyſter-pipe, 
© To make un in his leſſon ripe, 
That took up half a day. 


© Now down droo Vore-ſtreet did they com, 
We 8 Zum hallowin, and ſcreeching zum: 
— Now trudg'd they to the DEAN's; 
© Becaze the Bis nor zent mun word, 
« A could not meat and drink word, 
* A had not got the means.“ 


A zed, "chat, « az vor he, poor man, 
« A had not got a pot or pan, 
Nor ſpoon, nor knive, nor vork; 
« 'That he was weak, and ould, and ſqueal, 
« And zeldom made a hearty meal, 
« And zeldom drade a cork.” 


© Indeed, a is a 1 man, 


And zo be all the clargy clan, 
| | « That 
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Poor man! who proving, like his Sovereign, poor, 
Begg d him to knock at good Dax BuLLER's 12 


Who, when they're ax'd to a glaſs of wine, 
| © To one the wother they tip the ſign, 


. 


„ That with un come to chatter; 


And beg my Lord's fine water. 


© Then az vor rooms why, there agen 5 5 
« A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 
„„ They were zo ſmall,” a zed; 
„ And, az vor beds, they wudn't do, 
« In number about one or two, | 
« Vor ſelf and Joan the maid, | : 


« In vooliſh things, a wudn't be cort ; 

« ”T'was ſtoopid to treat vokes vor nort: \ 
„No; twazn't heefe deſire. | 

cc Prefarment, too, waz to an cend ; | 

* The King woud never more vor'n zend, 
Io lift un one peg W | ; 
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ce 1 yet 5 zay 's a man 0? ſenſe, | 
% Honeſt and good but hoardth his pence; | 5 
« Can't peart with drink nor mn 
An then why vore?” the peepel rail: 
SES greaze a vat ould pig in the tail — 
c OUD Weymou TA O Long Leat.“ 


© Well, to the Dzan's, bounce in they went, 

And all the day in munchin ſpent, 

And guziin, too, no doubt; 

And while the G:ntry drink'd within, _ 

Ihe Mad, with brandy, ale, and gin, 
Got roaring drunk without,” 
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Bor ER, who took his wand'ring maſter in, | 
And ſtuff'd with corn and oil his ſerip and ſkin ; 
For which (on gratitude ſo wont to dote), | 
The Monarch gave a TumBLER—worth a groat ! 
O glorious act! an act, how ſeldom ſeen ! 

O what a day of gladneſs for'the Dean ! 

A gift ſo rare, ſo noble, ſo ſublime, 
Will ſtupify the ſons of diſtant time. 

This, let the BurLER family record; 

This brittle treaſure let the BuLLERs hoard; 
Vet ſhow, exulting, upon gala days, 

To bid ſome favour'd Gukòr admire and praiſe. 
Now did the Major hum a tune ſo ſad! - 
Chromatic—in the rohes of ſorrow clad : 

But, lo! the ballad could not fear controul, 
Nor exorciſe the Barbers from his ſoul : 

And now his lifted eyes the cieling ſought ; 

And now he whiſtled - not for want of thought. 
A mournful air the whiſtling Major choſe : 


Still on his rolling eye the razors roſe. 


| Fram grave to ſprightly now he chang'd—a j jig— 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wav'd the wing; 
Still faw his eye alarm'd, the Scratch“ abhorr'd, - 

Like wild Macbeth's, the viſionary ſword.- 
Thus, from what Kings, alas! may fancy fun, 
His loving ſubjects may be glad to run: 


A ſmall wig, or rather an apology for a wig, ſo called, 
and generally worn by our molt amiable and auguſt Monarch. 


Thus, 
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Thus, when SAINT SW1THEN from his fountain pours 
SAINT SWITHEN, tutelary Saint of ſhow'rs ; 

Beaux ſkip, belles ſcamper, fly the cocks and hens, 
With drooping plumage, to the, ſhelt' ring pens ; 
While lo! the waddling ducks Te Deum utter, | 


Flap their glad wings, and gabble through the gutter. 


Sing, Musk! or, lo! our Canto not complete, 
What air he humm'd, and whiſtled all ſo ſweet. 
Homer of ev'ry thing miautely ſpeaks, 

From Heaven's ambroſia, to a camp's beef-ſteaks ; 
Then let us, Mus, adopt a march ſublime, 

And try to rival Homer with our rhime; 

Who, had a vir, in Juno's treſſes bred, 

Dropp'd on divine MIxRERvA“s wiſer head; 

Or Coox-like FLEA, exploring ſome new track, 
Hopp'd from the clouds to AGAMEMNoON's back; 
The Band had ſung the fall in verſe divine, 

And Cr1TICs heard the ſound along the line. 

Jovs call 'd his Juxo only ſaucy bitch; _ 

The PoeT thought it would his ſong enrich : 
Jovk, too, juſt threaten'd, with ſome birchen rod 
To whip her publicly before the gods; _ | 
The BAD (though but a flogging bout at moſt) 
Deem'd it indeed too ſacred to be loſt : 

Jovx call'd his daughter only bitch and fool, 

(Poor PALLAS, treated like a girl at ſchool,) 
Threaten'd to ham- ſtring her fix fav rite nags, 


And tear her bran· new prog to rags ; 
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Bade his bold verſe the Gop's bold ſpeech : 


To folks above, and people under ground, 


Were actually the very airs he choſe ! 


—___ — ts. 1 


n : 1 


fo 


The BARD, who never wrote an idle word, 


And had the Tnhuxp'RER but broke wind, the ſong 
Had, imitative, born the blaft along. 
Then be it known to all the world around, 


To fiſh and fowl, and ev'ry creeping ching 
Lilkbullera, and God ſave the King, 


But wherefore—Gop ALMIGHTY only TE 


PETER PIR DARM, ESQs 257 


** * = * 


»„— 


5 . ; | ” | 4 
POETICAL AND CONGRATULATORY 
k PI THER 
To | 
JAMES BOSWELL, Eſq. 
ON 116 | 


# 


r OF A TOUR TO THE HEBRIDES, 


WITH THE CELEBRATED 


JOHNSON. 


Teweo ou tozarro Kudos operate HOMER, 


[s BOSWELL, Bozzy, Bruce * whate” er 
thy name, 

Thou mighty ſhark for abt and fame; 

Thou jackall, leading lion Johnſon forth 

To eat M<*Pherſon + *midft his native North; 


* Vide Note, page 16. 


+ The tranſlator (but in Dr. Jo, ſon's opinion the author) 
ol the Poems r to OssrAx. 7 
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To frighten grave profeſſors with his roar, 
And ſhake the Hebrides from ſhore to ſhore—— 
All hail !—At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 
To give one ſpark to Fame's beſpangled page 

Is amply gratified—a thouſand eyes | 
Survey thy books with rapture and ſurpriſe ! 3 
Loud, of thy Tour, a thouſand tongues have ſpoken, 
And wonder'd that thy bones were never broken ! 


hast; thou thro? Time's vaſt gulph ſhalt fail, 
The pilot of our literary whale ; _ 
Cloſe to the claſſic Rambler ſhalt thou ang, 
Cloſe as a ſupple courtier to a king; 
Fate ſhall not ſhake thee off with all its pow” r. 
Stuck like a bat, to ſome old ivy'd tow'r. . 
Nay, though thy Johnſon ne'er had bleſs'd thy 1285 
Paoli's deeds had rais'd thee to the ſkies! 
Yes! his broad wing had rais'd thee (no bad hack} 
A tom-tit twitt ring on an eagle s back. 


Tov, curious ſerapmonger, ſhalt . in long 
When death hath ſtill d the rattle of thy tongue; 
E'en future babes to liſp thy name ſhall learn, 
And Bozzy join with Wood, and 'Tommy Hearn, 
Who drove the ſpiders from much proſe and rhime, 
And ſnatch'd old ſtories from the jaws of Time. 
Sweet is thy page, * I ween, that doth recite _ 
How thou and Johnſon, arm in arm, one night, 
I „ © Vide Rage 14». | 
oY Ea, ä 
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155 March'd through fair Edinburgh's Pactolian ſhow'rs, 


Which Cloacina bountifully pours; 
Thoſe gracious ſnow' rs that fraught with . flow, 
And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 
How ſweetly grumbled too was Sam's remark, 
4 J ſmell you, Maſter Bozzy, in the dark!” 
Alas! hiſtorians are confounded dull, 
A dim Bœotia reigns in every ſkull ; 3 
Mere beaſts of burden, broken- winded, flow, 
| Heavy as cart-horſes, along they go; 
Whilſt thou, a Will-o? -wiſp, art here, art there, 
Wild darting coruſcations ev'ry where. 

hat taſteleſs mouth can gape, what eye can cloſe, 
What head can nod o'er thy enlivening proſe ? 
To others? works, the works of thy inditing 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting. 
Think not I flatter thee, my flippant friend; 
For well I know that flatt'ry would offend :.. 
Yet honeſt praiſe, I'm ſure, thou would'ſt not .. 
Born with a ſtomach to digeſt a tun 
Who can refuſe a ſmile that reads thy page, 
Where ſurly Sam, inflam'd with Tory rage, 
Naſſau beſcoundrels, and with anger big, 
Swears Whigs are rogues, and every rogue a Whig ? 
Who will not, too, thy pen's minutie bleſs, 
That 2 W the Rambler's * dreſs? 


* vide page 9. M ; 
C kinks 
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Methinks I view his full, plain ſuit of brown, 
The large grey buſhy wig that grac'd his crown, 
Black worſted ſtockings, little filver buckles, 
And ſhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles. 
I mark the brown great-coat of cloth he wore, 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore, 
Which Patagonians (wondrous to unfold!) 
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold. 
I ſee the Rambler * on a large bay mare, 
Juſt like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare, 
On a full gallop daſh the yielding wind, 
The colt and Bozzy ſcamp'ring cloſe behind. 


Of Lady Lochbuy + with what glee we read, 
Who offer'd Sam, for breakfaſt, cold ſheep's head ; 

Who, preſs*d and worried by this dame ſo civil, 
Wiſh'd the ſheep? 5 head and woman's at the devil. 


I ſee you ſailing both in e s pot 
Now ſtorming an old woman g and her cot; 
W bo terrified at each tremendous ſhape, 
-- Deem'd you two Demons ready for a rape: 
I ſee all marviJing at M.Leod's together 
On Sam's remarks || on whey and tanning leather: 
At Corrichatachin's ©, the Lord knows how, 
I ſee thee, Bozzy, drunk as David's ſow, 
And begging, with rais'd eyes and lengthen'd chin, 
Hear'n not to d—n thee for the deadly fin: 
„P. 376. f P. 429. J P. 264. C P. 148. || P. 299. JP. 7% 
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I ſee too, the ſtern moraliſt regale, 

And pen a Latin ode to Mrs. Thrale“, 

I ſee, without a night- cap on his head, 

Rare fight! bald Sam in the Pretender's bed: 

J hear (what's wonderful !) unſought by W 
His claſſic diſſertation upon pudding : 

Of Provoſt Jopp 5 I mark the e face, N 
Who gave the Rambler's freedom with a graces 
I ſee too, trav'ling from the IsLE of E |}, 

The humble ſervant I of a horſe's leg; 

And Sn1y, the taylor, from the IsLE of Muck 0 
Who ſtitch'd in S with tolerable lucx: | 

1 ſee the horn that drunkards muſt adorez 

The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie More r 

And bloody ſhields that guarded hearts in quarrels, 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter barrels. | 
Methinks the Caledonian dame I ſee þ 
Familiar fitting on the RAMBLER” s knee, 
Charming, with kiſſes ſweet, the chuckling ſage r 1 
Melting with ſweeteſt ſmiles the froſt of age; 


Like Sor, who darts at times a cheerful rag x 
O'er the wan viſage of a winter's day. 
«© Do it again, my dear,” (I hear Sam ery) wy 
See who firſt tires, my charmer, you or I..“ 55 
I ſee thee ſtuffing, with a hand uncouth, 11 


An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnſon s 3 LY 


p. 177. + P. 216. 4 P. 440. $ p. 38. 
1A Blackſmith, + -*# P. 275. f P. a4 * 
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And lo! I ſee, with all his might and main, 
Thy Johnſon ſpit the whiting out again. 

Rare anecdotes ! 'tis anecdotes like theſe 

That bring thee glory, and the million pleaſe ! 
On theſe ſhall future times delighted ſtare, 
Thou charming haberdaſher of ſmall ware ! 
Stewart and Robertſon, from thee, ſhall learn 


The fimple charms of Hiſt'ry to diſcern : 


To thee, fair Hiſt'ry's palm, ſhall Livy yield, 
And Tacitus, to Bozzy, leave the field! 

Joe Miller's ſelf, whoſe page ſuch fun provokes, 

Shall quit his ſhroud, to grip at Bozzy's jokes 

How are we all with rapture touch'd, to ſee 

Where, when, and at what hour, you ſwallow'd tea p 
| How, once, to grace this Aſiatic treat, 

Came 182 which the Rambler could not eat. 


Pleas'd, on thy book thy 8 s eye - balls 3 
Who loves a goſſip's ſtory from his ſoul! 
Bleft with the mem' ry of the Perſian king“, 
He ev'ry body knows, and ev'ry thing; 

Who's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguil'd 
Fath loft a paramour, and found a child; | 
Which gard'ner hath moſt cabbages and peas, - 
And which old woman hath moſt hives of bees; 
Which farmer boaſts the moſt prolific ſows, 
Lacks, hens, geeſe, turkies, goats, ſheep » bulls, and cows; 8 


* Cyrus. ; bn 
Which 
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Which barber beſt the ladies locks can curl; 
Which houſe in Windſor ſells the fineſt purl ; 
Which chimney-ſweep beſt beats, in gold array, 
His bruſh, and ſhovel, on the firſt of May; 
Whoſe dancing dogs in rigadoens excel; 

And whoſe the puppet-ſhew, that bears the bell: 
Which clever ſmith the prettieſt man-trap * makes, 
To ſave from thieves the royal ducks and drakes, 
The Guinea hens and peacocks, with their eggs, 
And catch his loving ſubjeRs by the legs. 

O! ſince the Prince of goſſips reads thy book, 

To what high honours may not Bozzy look ? 

The ſun-ſhine of his ſmile may ſoon be thine— 
Perchaunce, in converſe thou may ſt hear him ſhine: 
Perchaunce, to ſtamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnſon's life, thy dedication | 
Aſks queſtions + of thee, O thou lueky elf, 
And kindly anſwers ev'ry one himſelf. 

* His M——y hath planted a number of thoſe truſty 

guardians around his park at Windſor, for the benefit of the 


Fo 


public. | 

+ Juſt after Dr. Johnſon had been honoured with an inter- 
view with a certain great perſonage, in the Queen's library at 
Buckingham Houſe, he was interrogated by a friend concern- 
ing his reception, and his opinion of the r- y- intellect.—“ His 
M——y ſeems to be poſſeſſed of much good nature and much 


curioſity (replied the Doctor): As for his 585, it is far from con. 


temptible, His M——y indeed wag, multifarious in his queſ= 
tions ; but,, thank God, he anſwered them all Bimſelf. | 


Bleſt + 


+ TF A EE UN EO * Ce * 
— 1 » 55 we — , 4 g eres r. * 2 


eee ee run IS 1 — 8 
ES 2 2 " N * 
* Ie, — - 


—— — — 
rr 


— 


. . 4 "—__ — - 4 - F- —_ = 
d DC a OTIS ws a9 „ — 
* , g R . One woes). Wer DER ERIIS — r A 
0% 32 r n __ a imp. , * 8 8 2 he I 
— — — 22 . * * 8 ben \ © opts, 0 = * . p 4 % - 
= D a N as 3 : 5 = g X —— 5 - a 
Ss n ere _ . e x: * v 8: b » . — — — Ee rd o 5 „ ade LAS Bt nad. nnn. 4 . 
_ F p 0 : res 2 e A 2 n 5 =. 2 = 3 WIE , WS, 2 17 ks WA ee bl ak —— WW "> Ada 1 1 4: de at 2 R 5 5 * 
ALS UE - . r r 8 2 * 8 8 pug, ww U r 3 - 8 2 A — a; IF — 4 n 
pſy : — n . 8 r 8 ni Er. — ” * * NN 5 1 PI 4 p * 1 E \ wei <LI . n * = * 
o n Sg N FO 4 ner — — d 1 5 78 S N n * 232 5 9. - y 5 1 iq 7 = 
F ys 8 by do bot! r n — * 2 Ceres we 15 N ; 3 2 4 * e : — + 5 3 - * © TE EI TOY 2 "oo ann, = 
222 * TIS! 2 * AFCEW thy. « ets e 7 8 R 4 4 1 : A EASY rtf Fe hl EE Pe abt? i —— — 2 9 2 0 Dr 
we * * a la 5 2 3 „ r r ns tn OO 8 8 . —— 2s ER dt = * 2 ME e 4.” nels —————— „ rer uu M90 ui 
* 1 - * = 1 een n © r kit » 7 A - 5 "oO 
” Re) g 4 a — * * 1 r 
Q y —— verre GI ONRETEREY 
IST . N _ 


r <P 
he * 4 BAY 
DONS CR a 
— 2 4 
95 7 r - 7 N 
ee . RE RD 2s 
n - * „ 
. —— 
ener teh ne — 


— — yo 


_ N — - * 
— Is — p 7˙—˖Ü— eh I Aeon dme 
, * N - nt Ah : 


_ THE WORKS or 


2 2 & 2 . 4 FRY we 3 — 


— W 


Bleſt with the claſſic learning * of a college, 


Our Kg is not a miſer in his knowledge: 


Nought in the ſtorehouſe of his brains turns muſty: 
No razor-wit, for want of uſe, grows ruſty : | 
Whate'er his head ſuggeſts, whate'er he knows, 


Free as election beer from tubs, it flows! 


Yet, ah! ſuperior far —it boaſts the merit 

Of never fuddling people with the ſpirit ! 

Say, Bozzy, when to bleſs our anxious fight, 
When ſhall thy volume f burſt the gates of light? 
O, cloth'd in calf, ambitious brat be born 
Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn! 
My fancy's keen anticipating eye 

A thouſand charming anecdotes can ſpy: 

I read, I read of G- ge the learn'd | diſplay 
On Lowth's and Warburton's immortal fray : 


Of G-ge, whoſe brain, if right the mark I hit, 
Forms one huge Cyclopzdia of wit: | 


This is a very extraordinary circumſtance, as the late 


P- 


— D r retained three parts of the money ordered 
for the education of her children. The effe& of this abſurd 
conduct was ſo conſpicuous. in her daughter x2. that 
the letters received from her during her reſidence 1 in Denmark, 


were abſolutely unintelligible. | 


+ The Life of Dr. Johnſon. © * 
4 His M——y's commentary on the quarrel, in which the 
Biſhop and the Doctor pelted one the other with dirt fo -grace- 


fully, will be a treaſure to the lovers of literature! Mr. B. 
| hath as good as promiſed it ro the public, ang, we hope, means 
to kcep his word. U | 5 | 


That 
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That holds the wiſdom of a thouſand ages, [ij | 

And frightens all his workmen and his pages! _ 1 1 
O Bozxy, ſtill, thy tell-tale plan purſue: : | Jil ; 
The world is wondrous fond of ſomething new ; e 
And, let but Scandal's breath embalm the page, ® 91 
It lives a welcome gueſt from age to age. 38 1 
Not only ſay who breathes an arrant knave, Fj Ly 
But who hath ſneak'd a raſcal to his grave: A | : 
Make o'er his turf (in Virtue's cauſe) a rout, vg 4 
And, like a d-mn'd good Chriſtian, pull him out. 5 lf | 
Without a fear on families harangue, { 1 
Say who ſhall loſe their ears, and who ſhall hang; : | 


Publiſh the demireps, and punks—nay more, 
Declare what virtuous wife will be a wh—e. 

Thy brilliant brain, conjecture can ſupply, 

Jo charm through ev'ry leaf the eager eye. 

The blue ftocking * ſociety deſcribe, _ 

And give thy comment on each Joke, and jibe: : 

Tell what the women are, their wit, their quality, | 
And dip them in thy ſtreams of immortality !_ | 


Let Lord M-Donald threat thy breech to kick ts 15 
And o'er thy ſhrinking ſhoulders ſhake his ftick : 


rd 


— \.. 
n 


A club chiefly compoſed of * learned cy 3 to which 
Mr. B. was admitted. 8 


+ A letter of 3 e was ſent to Mr. B. who. 
in conſequence, omitted in the ſecond Edition of his Jour b. 
what is ſo gencrally pleaſing to the public, viz. the ſcandalous 
paſſages relative, to this nobleman. . „ — 
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Treat with contempt the menace of this Lord, 
*Tis Hiſt'ry's province, Bozzy, to record. 
Though Wilkes abuſe thy brain, that airy mill, 
And ſwear poor Johnſon murder'd by thy quill; 
What 's that to thee ? Why let the victim bleed 
| 'Thy end 1s anſwer'd, if the Nation read. 
The fiddling Knight “, and tuneful Miſtreſs Thrale, 
Who frequent hobb'd or nobb'd with Sam, in ale, 
Snatch up the pen (as thirſt of fame inſpires 10 
To write his jokes and ſtories by their fires; 
Then why not thou, each joke and tale enrol, 
Who like a watchful cat, before a hole, | 
Full twenty years (inflam'd with letter'd pride) 
Didſt mouſing fit before Sam's month fo wide, 
To catch as many fcraps as thou wert able 
A very Laz'rus at the rich man's table? 
What tho? againft thee porters F bounce the door, 
And bid thee hunt for ſecrets there no more; 
With pen and ink fo ready at thy coat, 
Exciſeman- like, each ſyllable to note, 
That giv'n to printers devils, (a precious load!) 
On wings of print comes flying all abroad? 


* Sir John Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs. Thrale, now 
Madame Piozzi) threatens us with the life of the late lexico- 
+ This is literally true—Nobody is at home.—Our great 

. want the Taſte to reliſh Mr. Boſwell's vehicles to im- 
mortality. Though i in London, poor Bozzy is in a deſert. 
, 1 Bs. 
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Watch then the al RO a the maids, _ 
And try with gold to make them) rogues and jades : 25 
Yet ſhould their honeſty thy bribes reſent; i 
Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent: 

Like old Voltaire, who plac'd his greateſt glory, 
In cooking up an entertaining ſtory 

Who laugh'd at Truth, whene'er her ſimple ton TUE 
Would ſnatch amuſement from a tale or ſong. 


O] whilſt amid the anecdotic mine, 

Thou labour'ſt hard to bid thy hero ſhine, 

Run to Bolt-Court *, exert thy Cur]-like + ſoul, 
And fiſh for golden leaves from hole to hole: 


Find when he ate and drank, and cough'd and 


| ſneez' d 
| Let all his motions in thy book be ſqueez d: 

On tales, however ſtrange, impoſe thy claw ; 
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ſtraw : | 
Sam's nods, and winks, and Iaughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breathes of Johnſon muſt be gent} 


Bleſt be = labours, moſt e Bozzy, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozziz 
Heav'ns! with what laurels ſhall thy head be crown d! 
A grove, a foreſt, ſhall BY cars ſurround ! 


. ® In Fleet-ſtreet, where the Doctor lived and died. 


1 Curl, the bookſeller, frequently bribed people to hunt the 
_ temples of Cloacina for Pope's and Swift's Letters. 
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Ves! whilſt the Rambler ſhall a comet blaze, 
And gild a world of darkneſs with its rays, 

Thee too, that world, with wonderment, ſhall hail, 
A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail! 


pos rent 
AS Mr. BoswELL's Journal hath afforded ſuch 
univerſal pleaſure. by the relation of minute inci- 
dents, and the great Moraliſt's opinion of men and 
| things, during his northern tour; it will be adding 
greatly to the anecdotical treaſury, as well as making 
Mr. B. happy, to communicate part of a Dialogue 
that took place between Dr. Johnſon, and the Au- 
thor of this Congratulatory Epiſtle, a few months 
before the Doctor paid the great debt of nature. 
The Doctor was very cheerful that day; had on a 
black coat and waiſtcoat, a black pluſh pair of 
breeches, and black worſted eckig ; a handſome 
grey wig, a ſhirt, a muſlin neckcloth, a black pair of 
buttons in his ſhirt ſleeves, a pair of ſhoes, ornamented 
with the very identical little buckles that accompa- 
nied the philoſopher to the Hebrides ; his nails were 
very neatly pared, and his beard freſh ſhaved with a 
razor fabricated by the ingenious Mr. Savigny. 
P. . Pray, Doctor, wen, is art opinion of 
Mr. Boſwell's literary powers?“ 5 
Fobnfon. "Bir, my opinion I8, that 3 
| y expires, he will create no vacuum in the re- 


Fion of literature pe ſeems ſtrongly affected by the 


cacocthes 


» 
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cacoethes ſcribendi; wiſhes to be thought a rara avis, 


and in truth ſo he is—your knowledge in ornitho- 
logy, Sir, will eafily diſcover, to what ſpecies of 


bird I allude.” | Here gt as ſhook his head ard : 


laughed. 
Pi. P. „ What think you, Sir, of his account 


of Corſica? - Of his character of Paoli 72 | 
Jobnſon. © Sir, he hath made a mountain of a wart. 
But Paoli has virtues. The account is a farrago of. 


diſguſting egotiſm and pompous inanity.“ 
P. P. „I have heard it whiſpered, Doctor, he 


ſhould you die before 1 Mr. B. means to write 


your life.“ 


Jobnſon. * Sir, he cannot mean me fo jirrepara- 


ble an injury.— Which of us ſhall die firſt, is only 


known to the Great Diſpoſer of events; but were T - 


| ſure that James Boſwell would write my life, I do: 
not know whether T would not anticipate the mea- 
fure, by taking his,” (Here he made three or four 
ſtrides acroſs. the room, and returned to his chair 
with violent emotion. ) | 


| P.P. I am afraid that he means to FR you 
the favour,” 


Jobnſon. " He dares TERS. would make a 
ſcare-crow of me. I give him liberty to fire his 
blunderbuſs. in his own face, but not murder me. 


Sir, I heed not his. ales h BOSNWELL write my 
life] why the fellow poſſeſſes not e for 3 


che life of an ehbemeron. 


AAS 


- ak FLV) 


n . 
8 7 - — 0 j A 
— — 2 
e W 11e pen 2 * 
. Ae i Fs ot 9 AIE 
* 0 


I * 
2 ft 8 Fs 
NY 


2 mr — * 


* 
r Aw”, 
l 4 Ly / : — * . 1 
- rr bot Tr 5 - 7 wn . r Nas WG gz W PR "= 
* ne r eee — 4 u > N * 
* . a. „5 „„ gem IS an 
N = Pye 7 "7 y a - or =_ 
n 4 * 5 


. 5 


11770 rut WORKS or 


. „* n 8 - "OG N 4 BB: 5 * * N 4 A - . 
* 


PP 


. 
r 


B02 Zz1 AND PIOZZI: 
- . 
BRITISH BIOGRAPH ERS. 


TOWN ECLOGUE. 


 nn—_——cades ambo, 
Et cantare pares, et reſpondere, parati! VII II. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

ON THE DEATH OF POCTOR JOHNSON, A NUMBER OF PEOPLE, 
AMBITIOUS OF BEING DISTINGUISHED FROM THE MUTE 
PART or THEIR SPECIES, SET ABOUT RELATING AND 
PRINTING STORIES AND BONS MOTS OF THAT CELEBRATED 

| MORALIST. AMONGST THE MOST ZEALOUS, THOUGH NOT 
THE MOST ENLIGHTENED, APPEARED MR, BOSWELL AND 
MADAME PIO0ZZ1, THE HERO AND HEROINE OFOURECLOGUE, 
THEY ARE SUPPOSED TO HAVE IX CONTEMPLATION THE 
LIFE OF JOHNSON; AND TO PROVE THEIR BIOGRAPHICAL. 
ABILITIES, APPEAL TO $IR JOHN HAWKINS FOR, HIS Drei- 


SION ON THEIR RESPECTIVE MERITS, BY QUOTATIONS FROM 
: | | | THEIR 


. 


— . nd iey ares Das 7, 
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p ** ** 2 — 5 3 


—— * 


THEIR PRINTED ANECDOTES OF .THE DOCTOR. SIR John 

HEARS THEM WITH UNCOMMON PATIENCE, AND DETER- 
MINES VERY PROPERLY ON THE PRETENSIONS OF THE 
| CONTENDING PARTIES. | 


Wurn JonnsoN fought (as Shakeſpear FS | 
that bourn, | | 7 

From whence, alas ! no travellers return ; 

In humbler Engliſh, when the Doctor died, 

Arorro whimper'd, and the Muss cried ; 

Pax Assvs mop'd for days, in buſineſs ſlack, 

And, like a hear/e, the hill was hung with Black ; 
Minerva, ſighing for her fav'rite ſon, 
Pronounc'd, with lengthen'd face, the world undone ; 
Her owl, too, hooted in ſo loud a ſtyle, 

That people might have heard the BIRD @ mile; 
Jovx wip'd his eyes ſo red, and told his wire, 
He ne'er made Jonxsox's equal in his life; 
And that 't would be a long, long time, if ever, 
His art could form a fellow half /o clever; 
Vznvs, of all the little Loves the Dam, _ 
With all the Graces, ſobb'd for BROTHER SAM; 
Such were the heav'nly howlings for his death, 

As if Dame NatuRE had reſign'd her breath. 

Nor leſs ſonorous was the grief, I ween, 

Amidft the natives of our earthly ſcene: _ £ 
From beggars, to the GREAT who hold the helm, 
One Jem rag d through all the realm! 
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FF 2 (cried the world © can match > — oc or 
rhyme? | 
„ O'er wits of modern days Vf tow'rs Fab ime! 
« An OAK, wide ſpreading o'er the /arubs below, 
% That round his roots, with puny foliage, blow; 
; „ A pynaMD, amidſt ſome barren waſte, . 
« That frowns o' er huts, the ſport of ev'ry blaſt; 
« A mighty AFLAS, whoſe aſpiring head 
« Oer diſtant regions caſts an awful ſhade. 
„ By KINGS and beggars, lo! his tales are told, 
« And ev'ry ſentence glows a grain-of gold! 
« Bl:ft! who his philoſophic phiz can tale, 

* Catch ev'n his weakneſſes —his NODDLE”s ſhake, 
“ The lengthen'd lip of ſcorn, the forchead's ſcow!l, 
The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear-like growl. 

„ Tn vain, the CRITICS aim their toothleſs rage! : 
Mere ſprats, that venture war with wHALFs to wage! 

„ Unmov'd he ſtands, and feels their force no more 
4 Than ſome huge rock amidſt the wat'ry roar, 
4 That calmly bears the tumults of the DEEP, | 
„ And howling TEMPESTS, that as well may ſleep.” | 


Strong, *midit the RAMBLER's. cronies, was the rage 
To fill with Sam's Bont mots and tales the page: 
Mere flies, that buzz?d around his ſetting ray, 
And bore a ſplendour, on their wings, away: 

Thus round his ors the pigmy PLANETS run, 
And catch their little luſtre from the SUN. 
At 
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At length, ruſh'd forth two canDIDATEs for fame; 
A ScorcuMan one, and one a London Dame; 
That, by th' emphatic Johxsox, chriſt' ned BozzrY ; 
This, by the BisHoy's licenſe, Dame P10z21; 
Whoſe widow? d name, by topers lov'd, was T * 
Bright in the annals of election ale; ; | 
A name, by marriage, that gave up the 890% 

In poor Pzpoccuro *,—no!—P1ozzi, loſt! 

Each ſeiz'd with ardour wild, the gray gooſe quilts 
Each fat to work the intellectual mill; 

That pechs of bran ſo coarſe, began to pour, 

To one poor 2 grain of 1 23 


Forth ruſh'd to Vght, 1 — who 
ſhould ſay, . 

Wutcen bore the palm of anecdote away ? 

This, to decide, the RIVAL WITS agreed 

Before Six Jonx their tales and jokes to read, 

And let the KnicnT” s opinion in the ſtrife, 

Declare the prop'reſt pen to write SAM's LIFE: 

SIR JOHN, renown'd for muſical + palavers ; 

The Rn the Kino, the EMPEROR of 
| Quevers 1 D 

Sharp in ſolfeggi, as the ſharpeſt RN _ 

Great in the noble art of tweedle-tweedle ; ; 

»The Author was nearly committing a blunder—fortunate 

indeed was his recollection; as Pedocchio ſignifies, in the Italian 


language, that moſt contemptible of animals, a LousE. 


T Vide his Hiſtory of Muſic. - . 
1 HY | mm | 


1 
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Of Mvsrc's College form'd to be a FELLow, 

Fit for Mus. D. or MAESTRO DI CAPELLA; 
Whoſe Vol un, though it here and there offends, 
Boaſts German merit—makes by bulk amends, 
High plac'd the venerable, QUARTO hits, : 
Superior frowning o'er ofavo wits 

And duodecimos, ignoble ſcum !_ 

Poor proſtitutes to ev'ry vulgar thumb! 

Whilſt undefil'd by literary rage, 

He 28 a Jpottef leaf from age to age. 


+ TH Ke Reed tos, lo! before a two-arm'd chaſe 
That held the xn1Gnr wile judging, ſtood the PAIR; ; 
Or like two ponies on the ſporting ground, 
Prepar d to gallop when the pRUM ſhould ſound, ' 
The covyLE rang'd—for vict'ry, both as keen, 

As for a tott'ring biſhopric, a DEAN, 

Or patriot Burke, for giving glorious baſtings 

To that intolerable fellow HasTINGs. » 

Thus with their fongs contended VIROGIL's sw a NS, 
And made the valleys vocal with their ſtrains, 
Before ſome gray-beard SAGE, whoſe judgment ripe 
Gave goats for prizes to the prettieſt pipe. 


« Alternately im anecdotes go on; 
% But firſt, begin youg MA DñAM, cried Sin Jonx: 
The thankful D Aux low eurtſied to the HAIR, 
And thus, for vict'ry panting, read the Fain: 


= . MA DAME 


* 
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San Jonxsox was of MICHAEL Jonxson den : 
| Whoſe ſhop of books did LITCHFIELD town adorn : : 
Wrong-headed, ſtubborn as a halter*d Raw ; 
In ſhort, the model of our HERO SAM: 
Inclin'd to madneſs too for when his ſhop- 
Fell down, for want of caſh to buy a prop, 
For fear the thieves might ſteal the vani/h'd ſtore, 
He ws went each "EW and leck'd the door: 


BOZZY bc 


Whilſt Jonxsox was in Edinburgh, my wirr, 
To pleaſe his palate, ſtudied for her life: 
With ev'ry rarity ſhe fill'd her houſe, 
And gave the ade for his dinner, grouſe. 
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Dear Docror Jonnson was in fize an ox; 

And from his UncLe AxpreEw learn'd to box e 

A man to wreſtlers and to bruiſers dear, 

Who kept the ring in SMITHFIELD a whole Tear. 

The Doctor had an Uncle too, ador'd 
By jumping gentty, call d CoxxRLIus Fa: ;; - 

Who jump'd in boots, which JUMPERS never chuſe, | 
Far as a famous Jumytr jump'd m ſhoes. 


* Vide Piozzi's ; Anecdotes, P- * | + Bozzy's Tour, p. 38. 
$ Piozzi' 8 Anecdotes, P- 5» 
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| At ſupper, roſe a dialogue on witches, 
8 When CRoSBIE ſaid, there could not be ſuch b-tch-s ; 

And that 't was blaſphemy to think /uch HAGs 

Could ſtir up ſtorms, and on their broom/tick NAGS 
Gallop along the air with wondrous pace, 
Ard boldly fly in Good ALmicary's face: | 
But Jonxsox anſwer'd him, There might be witches; 
„ Nought "IR the non-exaltcnce of the b-tch-s.”' 


— 
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When Tusabz, as Ninbie as a boy at ſchool, 
Leap'd, though fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a ; 
The Doc rox, proud the ſame grand feat to do, 

His pow'rs exerted, and jump'd over too; 
And though he might a broken back bewail, 
He ſcorn d to pans, + d by Mr. TaxaLE. 


"= 


BOZZY : 


. At Urixisn, our friend, to paſs the time, 
Regal dus with his knowledges ſubline 
Shew'd that all ſorts of learning fill'd his Nc oB, 

And that in butch'ry he could tear a lob. 
He ſagely told us of the diff rent feat 

Employ d to kill the animals we eat: 

An on, lays he, © in country 1 in town, 
ls by the butchers conſtantly knocÞd down ; 


„ ca 6. % 8 


PETER mn ro. 
1 — — 
« Ag for ES leſſer * a calf, 
„ The knock is really not ſo ſtrong by hal 75 3 
„ The beaſt is only unnd; but, as for goats, : 
4 And ſheep, and lambs, the butchers cut their throats. 
„ Thoſe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 
M Not chuſing that the brutes ſhould breed a riot. 
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When Jonxsox was a child, and ſwallow' d Pap, 
*T was in his mother's old maid CaTr'rine's lap; 
There, whilſt he ſat, he took in wondrous learning; 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning 3 - 

There heard the ſtory which we BRiroxs brag on, 
The tory of ST, GeorGE and eke the Daacon. 


cr 
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When Feder his leg, by ſome misfortune, broke, 
Says I to Jonxsox, all by way of joke, 1 
« Sam, Sir, in PARAGRAPH, will ſoon be clever, | 
« And take off P RTR better now than ever.“ 
On which, ſays Jonxsox, without he/itation, 

„GEORGE will rejoice at Foote's depeditation."? 

On which, ſays J, a penetrating elf! — * 

Doctor, I'm ſure you cin that word eur i „ 
On which he laugh'd, and faid, I had divin'd it, 
For, bond fide, he had really coin'd it. 


8 Page 15. + Page 141. I George 3 the 
printer at Dublin, taken off by Foote, under che character of 
PETER PARAGEAPH, 7 1 
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46 And 5 an 8 all the wok I's ve ed (ſays rg 
06 My DTT, Sir, contains but three.” 


* 


MADAME | PI 0221. 


The Doctor ſaid, “ in literary matters, 
« A'Frenchman goes not deep—he only ſmatters ** 
Then aſk'd, what could be hop'd for from the dogs; 


Fellows that liv'd eren un frogs. 


B00 2 * 9 


In grave proceſſion to St. Leonard's un 
Well ſtuff d with every ſort of uſeful knowledge, 


We fately walk ' d, as ſoon as ſupper ended: 
The LAN DT ORD and the WAITER both attended : 


The LanDLoRD, ſcill'd a piece of creaſe to handle, 
Before us march'd, and held a tallow candle ; ; 

A lantern (ſome fam d Scotſman its creator) 

With equal grace was carried by the WAITER: 
Next morning, from our beds we took a leap, 

And found ourſelves much better for our ſleep. 
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10 Lincolnſhire, a lady ſhow'd our friend 
A grotto, that ſhe wiſh'd him to commend ; | 
Quoth ſhe, How cool in ſummer this abode! 
0 San en N d Wann! for a toad. 


3 Page 55: t * 203. * 
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133 old Scalpa's rugged iſle and Ralay WY . 

The wind was vaſtly boiſt'rous in our faces: 

T was glorious JOHNSON's figure to ſet ſight on - 
High in the boat, he look d a noble TriToN! 

But 1o! to damp our pleaſure Fate concurs, 

For Joe, the blockhead, loft his maſter's ſpurs z 
This for the RamBLeR's temper was a rubber, 
Who wonder'd Joſeph could be ſuch a lubber. 


MADAME P102Z21 +, I ould 


I afk'd him if he knock'd Tou Osnonx + owe! 

As ſuch a tale was current through the town 
Says I, Do tell me, Docrog, what befell.”— + 555 
«© Why, deareſt lady, there is nought to tell. - 


% I ponder'd on the prop reſt mode to treat him==" © 


+» f 


% The dog was impudent, and ſo I beat him] 
« Ton, like a fool, proclaim'd his fancied wrongs; © 
& Others that I belabour'd, held their tongues.” 


Did any one, that he was happy, cry— | a 
Jonxsox would tell him plumply, 't was a lies 
A Lavy g told him ſhe was really fo. 5 

On which he ſternly anſwer' d, Mapa, not 
« Sickly you are, and ugly—fooliſh, poor; 
„And therefore can't be happy, I am ſure. 

T would make a fellow hang himſelf, whoſe ear 2 

Were, from ſuch creatures, forc'd fuchaſtuff to hear.“ 


4a 


Page 185. 7 P. 232. + Bookſeller, $ P. 285. 
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Bozzy *. 
Lo! when we chats on the Ifle of Mou, 


The megrims got into the DoeTor's ſcull : 
With ſuch bad humours he began to fill, 
I thought he would not go to IcoLmKiL : 
But lo! thoſe megrims (wonderful to utter!) 
Were baniſh'd all by tea and bread and butter! 


MADAME PIOZZI, 
Quoth I to Jonnson—DoRor, tell me true, 


Who was the be man that you ever knew? 


He anſwer'd me at once, GEORGE PSALMANAZAR 3 
Keen in the Engliſh language as a razor. 


Such was the range, the frangeſt of replies, | 
That rais'd the whites of both my wond'ring eyes; 


As this /ame Gonk, in impoſition ſtrong, 
Beat the firſt /yars that e er wagg'd a tongue. 


| BOZZY f. 
1 wonder'd yeſterday, that one Jon Hax, 


Who ſerv'd as Ciceronẽ on the way, 
Should fly a man of war a ſpot ſo bleſt 
A fool! nine months, too, after he was preſt. 


Quoth Joauxsox, “ No man, Sir, would be a hrs 


With ſenſe to ſcrape acquaintance with a jailor.” 


* 
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| E 1444. I lik'd not gooſe, and mention'd. by — 
One ſmells it roaſting on the ſpit, quoth I t—- 
© You, Madam,“ cried the Doctor, with a gente 
« Are always gorging—ſtuffing ſomething An 1 
« MA DAM, t is very nat' ral to ſuppoſe, 5 5 
« Tf in the pantry you will poke your noſe, 

* Your may with ev'ry ſort of victuals Ma 7 
0h That you muſt want the bliſs of Anna ane 


. 4 


| BOY. 


- As at ARGYLE's grand houſe my hat I look, . 
To ſeek my alehouſe, thus began the Duke: 
„% Pray, Mr. Boſwell, won't you have fome tea? * 5 ; 
To this I made my bow, and did agree- - 


Then to the drawing-room we both 3 
Where Lady BETTY HAMILTON was ſeated nh 
_ Cloſe by the Durchss, who, in deep dileourſe, 
Took no more notice of me than a horſe. 5 
Next day, myſelf and Doctor JonxgoN took ; 85 
Our hats, to go and wait upon the Duke. hw F- 
Next to himſelf the Dux did Jotn$0x phe,” 727 w : 
But T, thank God, fat ſecond to his Gr Dior 
The place was due moſt ſurely to- my wert. 
And faith, I was in very pretty ſpirits : E770 al 
I plainly ſaw (my penetration ſuck is) 
I was not yet in favour with the Du rcHESS. 


2 + * 
* „ 
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Thought I, £7 am not Fe tha 

Before we part, I'll give her Grace a eat. 
Then looks of intrepidity I put on, 

And aſk d her, if ſhe'd have a plate of mutton. 
This was a glorious deed muſt be confeſs'd ! 

I knew I was the Duke's, and not her gueſt ! 
Knowing—as I'm a man of tip-top breeding, 

That great folks drink no healths whilſt they are feedin 8. 
I took my glafs, and looking at her Grace, 

I ſtar d her like a devil in the face; 

And in reſpectſul terms, as was my als: 

Said I, my Lap Durcusss, I ſalute ye: 

Moſt audible, indeed, was my ſalute, 

For which ſome folks will ſay I was a brute 

But faith, it daſh'd her, as I knew it wou'd ; 


But then I knew that I was welt and blood, 


e MADAME 10221 ®. 


| Ohce at our houſe, amidft our Arric feaſts, 
We likened pur acquaintances to beaſts : 

As for example ſome to calves and hogs, 

And ſome to bears, and monkeys, cats and dogs 7 

We ſaid (which charm'd the Doctor much, no doubt), 

His mind was like, of ELEPHANTS, the ſnout, 

That could pick pins up, yet poſleſs'd the vigour 

For trimming well the Jacket of a T'YouR. - 


5 85 ; : * Page 204. 
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5 BOZZY . WES | 
Auguſt the fifteenth, Sunday, Mr. Scott 
Did breakfaſt with us—when upon the ſpot; 
To him, and unto Doctor Jounson, lo! 
Sir WILLIAM Foes, ſo elever, did I ſhows _ 1 
A man that doth not aſter roguery hanker; | l 464 
A charming Chriſtian, though by trade a Banker 3, _ | ; 1 He 
Made too, of good companionable ſtuff. _— 
And this, I think, is ſaying full enough ;, 1 
And yet it is but juſtice to record, 
That when he had the meaſſes—pon my words 
The people ſeem'd in ſuch a dreadful fright,, 
His houſe was all ſurrounded day and night, 
As if they apprehended ſome great evil, 
A. general conflagration, or the devil. 
And when he hetter*d—oh ! 't was grand to ſee em 
Like mad folks — and hear em ſing Te Deum. 


MADAME Prozzr f. 
| Quoth Jonxson, “Who d'ye think my life will 


| write? 5 

0 Gorpsmitn,” faid I——quoth he, The dog's. 
vile ſpite, © 1 

« Beſides the fellow's monſtrous ove of lying, 

„Would doubtleſs make the book not worth the | 


hn 
1 Page IS f Page 31. 
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| That nelly gentleman, good Mr. Scott, 
Said, t was our SOCRATES's luckleſs lot 
To have the waiTER a ſad naſty blade, 
To make, poor gentleman, his lemonade; 
Which warrrn, much againſt the Docron's wiſh, 
Put with his paws the ſugar in the diſh: 
The Docron vex'd at ſuch a filthy fellow, | 
Began, with great propriety, to bellow ; - 
Then up he took the diſh, and nobly flung 
The liquor out of window on the dung. 
And Doertox Scorr declar'd, that, by his frown, © _ 
He thought he would have knock d the Auer 5 
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| MADAME PIOZZ1F. 
Dear Doctor Jonxsox left off drinks fermented; ; 


4 With quarts of chocolate and cream contented ; 
s Vet often down his throats prodigious gutter, 
1 Poor man! he pour'd a flood of melted butter! 


BO EE v. 


With glee, the Doe ron did my girl bebeld; 
Her name VERORICA, juſt four months old; 
This name VERONICA, a name though quaint, 
MB 5 Belong'd originally to a Saint; 3 
| © But to my old Great Grandam it was giv'n ; ; 
| As fine a woman as &er went to Heavinz 
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And what muſt add to her importance much, 
This lady's genealogy was Dutch. | 

The man who did eſpouſe this dame divine, 

Was ALEXANDER, Earl of Kincardine; 

Who pour'd along my body like a ſluice, 

The noble, noble, noble blood of Bavce! 

And who that own'd this blood could well refuſe 
To make the world acquainted with the news ? 
But to return unto my charming child: — 
About our Doctor Jonxsox ſhe was wild; ; 

And when he left off ſpeaking, ſhe would fluter, 
Squall for him to begin again, and ſputter ! 
And to be near him a ſtrong wiſh expreſs'd, 
Which proves he was not ſuch a horrid beaſt. 
Her fondneſs for the Doctor pleas'd me greatly 3 


On which I loud exclaim'd, in language ſtately, 


Nay, if I recollect aright, I /eore,. 


I'd to her fortune add five hundred more! | we” 


X 


MADAME PIOZZI ®, 
One 25 as we were all in talking loft, 
My mother's fav*rite ſpaniel ſtole the toaſt; 
On which, immediately, I ſcream'd * Fic-on her 


“ Fie, BELLE,” faid 1, . you us'd to be on honour.” — 


Ves, JouNns0N cried; “ but, Madam, pray be told, 


* The reaſon for the vice is BRILIE grows old. 
But Jonxsox never could the dog abide, 


Becauſe my mother waſh'd and comb'd his hide. 
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The truth on't is=BELLE was not too well bred, 
Who always would inf on being fed; 
And very often too, the ſaucy Lux 
Infiſted upon * the fr # "gg 


bi 


voz v. 


Laft night much care for IonxsOx's cold was us'd, 
Who, hitherto, without his nightcap ſnooz'd 
That nought might treat ſo wonderful a man in, 8 
Sweet Miſs M*Lrop did make a cap of flannel 3 
And after putting it about his head, | 
She gave him brandy as he went to bed. | 


on» . | MADAME 710221 . 


One night we parted at the Dotor' s 1 

When thus I ſaid, as I had faid before, | 

„ Don't forget Dicky, Doctor mind poor Dick?! 
On which he turn'd round on his heel ſo quel, 
& Madam,” quoth he, © and when I've ſerv'd hat elf, 


« I _ I then may go and hang myſelf. 5 
1 BOZEZEZ VI. | 

- Atnight, well ſoakꝰd with rain, and wondrous weary, 
We got as wet as ſhags to InvERARY; | 
We ſupp'd moſt royally—were vaſtly friſky, 

When Jokxsox order'd up a gill of whiſky; 
Taking the glaſs, fays I, * Here's Mrs. Thrale.“ 
1 Drink her in 9 not, ſaid he, © but ale. . 

Page 204. Page 483. 
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MADAME PIOZZI * 

The Doctor had a cat, and chriſten'd Hodge, 
That at his houſe in Fleet Street us'd to lodge 
This Hodge grew old, and ſick, and us'd to wiſh 
That all his dinners might be form'd of %. 
To pleaſe poor Hodge, the Doctor, all ſo kind, 
Went out, and bought him oy/ters to his mind; 

This every day he did nor aſk'd black FRANK , 
Who deem'd himſelf of much too high a rank, 
With vulgar f/b-fags to be forc'd to chat, | 

And purchaſe oylters for a mangy Cat. 


| SIR JOHN, - | 
For God's fake ſtay each anecdotic ſcrap ; 
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap ; 
With one half-hour's reflecting ſlumber bleſt, 
And Heav'n's aſſiſtance, I may bear the reft. 
Aſide]=What have I inform me, gracious , 
. „ T LE 
That thus my ears with nonſenſe ſhould be bor” 42 
Oh! if I do not in the trial die, | 
The Devil and all his brimſtone I defy ; 
No puniſhment in other worlds I fear, 
My crimes will all be expiated here. . 
Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 
When, rais'd to conſequence that all adore, 
I fat, each ſeſſion, king-likes in the chair, 
Aw'd ev'ry rank, and made the million ftare : 
Ml Page x02, Dr. Johnſon's ſervant. 
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Lord paramount o'er. ev'ry ] uſtice riding ; 

In cauſes, with a Turkiſh ſway, deciding! 

Ves, like a noble Baſhaw, of three tails, 

I ſpread a fear and trembling through the jails | 
Bleſt, have I brow-beaten es ch thief and ſtrumpet, 
And blafted on them, like th laſt day's trumpet. 
J know no paltry weakneſs of the ſfoul—— _ 
No ſniv ling pity dares my deeds control 
Aſham'd, the weakneſs of my King I hear; 
Who, childiſh, drops on ev'ry death * a tear. 
Return f, return again, thou glorious hour, 
That to my grafp once gav'ſt my idol, pow'r; 
When at my feet the humble knaves would fall; 
The thund ring Jupiter of Hicks's HALL. 


T he Knight, thus gal his focech ſo fair, 
Sleep pull'd him gently backwards in his chair ; 
Op'd wide the mouth that oft on jail-birds ſwore, 
Then rais'd his naſal ORGAN to a roar, 

That actually ſurpaſs'd in gone and grace, 
The grumbled ditties of his fav'rite baſs f. 


- 


Such is the report concerning his moſt tender-hearted Ma- 
JzsSTY, when he ſuffers the law to take its courſe on crimi- 
nals, How unlike the Great mann of FERN, who: de- 


lights in a hanging / : 
| + Sir John wiſkes in vain—His wy of infolence returns no 


more! 
4 The Walen, on which the Knight is a . 
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ECLOGUE 
PART I. 


NOW from his ſleep the KNIGHT, affrighted, ſprung, 
Whilſt on his ear the words of Jonxsox rung ; 
For lo! in dreams, the ſurly Rambler roſe, 

And wildly ſtaring, ſeem'd a man of woes. [frown ) 
„ Wake Hawkins,” (growl'd the Doctor, with a | 
&« And knock that fellow and that woman down. 

« Bid them with Jouxsox's life proceed no further 
© Enough already they have dealt in murther= _ 
<« Say, to their tales that little truth belongs— 
If fame they mean me—bid them hold their Jongues.. 


„ In vain at ors Pn” BosWELL ſnaps— 

« His mind, a paper bite compos'd of [craps ; 

“ Tuſt o'er the tops of chimneys form'd to ff Ys 

Not with a ving ſublime to mount the ſky, . 

« Say to the dog, his head's a downright drum, 

_ & Unequal to the Hiſt'ry of Tom Tnums : 

% Nay—tell, of anecdote, that thirſty leech, 

He is net equal to a-Tyburn Speech s. 
Cn wr wes : 


For that Prozz1's wife, SIR Joh, exhort her 
* "T's draw her immortality from porter 


— 


_ * Compoſed for the unfortunate brave of Toute by dif- 
ferent hiſtorians. h 
1. „ * Give 


7 
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. 6 tre up her tri aro, 

LH „ And ſtudy houſewifery inftead of writing + 

= & Bid her a poor biography ſuſpend ; 
« Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. 
4 J know no buſineſs women have with learning ; : 
c J ſcorn, I hate the mole-ey'd half diſcerning ; | 
« Their wit but ſerves a huſband's heart to rack ; 
„ And make eternal horſewhips for his back. 


66 Tell PETER PixDAR, ſhould you chance to 
| meet him, 
„ like his genius—ſhould 5 glad to greet him— 
_ Vet let him know, crown'd heats are ſacred things, 
1 And bid him rev'rence more the beft of Kings * v4 
| « Still on his Pegaſus continue jogging, 
* And give that BoswELL's back another flozging.” 


Such was the- dream that wak*d the ſleeping Knight 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light 


This is a range and almoſt incredible ſreech from Fobnſon's 
mouth, 2s not many years ago, when the age of a certain 
GREAT PERSONAGE became the ſubje& of debate, the Doctor 
broke in upon the converſation with the following queſtion :— 
« Of what importance to the preſent company is his age *—Of 

„ what importance would it have been to the world if he had 
4 never exiſted?” If we may judge likewife from the following 
ſpeech, he deemed. the preſent poſſefſor of a certain THRONE as 
much an zſurper as KING WIILIAu, whom, according to 

Mr. BoswEL L's account, he beſcoundrets, The Rory is this An 

acquaintance of JopNsox's aſked/him if he could not ing. He 
replied, I know but one * and that is, The cds ſhall 


; | « enjoy his own again,” E | | | . 
I 8 Who, 


er run Ran e 


adn. 
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Wha mindleſs of old Jouxsox and his frown, 

| And ſtern commands to rock the carple downs 
Refoly'd. to beep the peace—and, i in a zone 

Not much unlike a maſtiff o'er a bone, 

Ile grumbled, that, enabled by the nap, 


He now could meet more 61-graptic {crap 


Then nodding with a magi/fratial air, 
Vo farther ancedote he call'd the fair. 


MADAME PIOZZ1 * 
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Dear Doctor Jouxsox lov'd a leg of pork, 
And hearty on it wou'd his grinders work : 
He lik'd to eat it ſo much over-dane, 
That one might ſbale the fleſh from off the bone. 
A veal pye too, with ſugar cramm'd and plums, 
Was wondrous grateful to the Doctor's gums. 
Though us'd from morn to night on fruit to Aas 
He vow 'd his belly never had _ 
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BOZZY Þ. 


tus Thurſday morn did Doctor Jonxsox wake, 
And call out“ Lanky, Lanky,” by miſtake- 

But recollecting—“ Bozzy, Bozzy,“ cried 
For in contra&ions FOHNSON took a pride! 


MADAME PIOZZI1 f. 


| Whene'er our friend would read in bed by night, 
| Poor Mr. THRALE and I were in a fright; 


| | * Page & ; 1 page 384. oo Page 237. 
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For blinking on his book too near the flame, 


Lo! to the fore-top of his wig it came! 


Burnt all the hairs away, both great and /; nall, 
Down to the very net-work, nam'd the caul. 


BOZZY *. 


At Corrachatachin's, in hoggi/m ſunk, 
I got with punch, alas! confounded derung: 
Much was I vex'd that I could not be quiet, 
But, like a ſtupid blockhead, breed a riot 


I ſcarcely knew how 't was I reel'd to bed—— 


Next morn I wak'd with dreadful pains of head, 
And terrors too, that of my peace did rob me. 
For much I fear'd the Moralift would mob me. 


But as J lay along a heavy log, 


The Doctor ent'ring, call'd me drunken "IS 


Then up roſe I with apoſtolic air, 


And read in Dame M*K1xxox's book of pray'r, 
In hopes for ſuch a ſin to be forgiv'n, —— 
And make, if psible, my peace with heav'n. 


Twas frrange that in Hat volume of divinity, 


I op'd the Twentieth Sunday after Trinity, 

And read theſe words—* Pray be not drunk with wine, 
Since drunkenneſs doth make a man a ſwine. 
% Alas!” ſays I, © the ſinner that I am !” 

And peg made my ſpeech, I took a dram. 


* Page 317. 
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MADAME IO ZzZzI X. 
One day, with ſpirits low, and ſorrow fill'd, 
I told him that I had a coufen ill d. 


« My dear,” quoth he, & for heav'n 's ſake hold- 


| your canting; 3. 
&« Mere all your conſins kill 1, they'd not be 1 ; 
«TT hough Death on each of them ſhould ſet his mark - 


„Though ev'ry one were ſpitted like a lark; 


«© Roaſted, and giv'n that dog there for a meal, 
«© The /os of them the world would never feel 


Fruſt me, dear Madam, all your dear relations 


« Are nits—are nothings in the eye of nations.“ 


Again +, ſays I, one day,—* I do believe, 


© A good acquaintance that I have will grieve 


To hear her friend hath loſt a large gate. 


« Yes,” anſwer'd he, “ lament as much her fate, 


As did your horſe (I freely will allow) 


„ To hear of the miſcarriage of your cow.”? 


| Oz zv. 
At Enoch, at M- Queen's, we went to bed; 


A colour'd handkerchief wrapp'd Jonxsox's head; 


He ſaid, „God bleſs us Lol good night 
and then, i 
J, like a pariſb cler, pronounc'd ** 1 
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My 8 companion RE by fleep: was 3 3 
But I, by lice and fleas was ſadly teiz'd ; | 
Methought a ſpider, with terrific claws, 

Was ſtriding from the wainſcot to my Jaws z 

But ſlumber ſoon did ev'ry ſenſe entrap, | 
And 0 I ſunk into the e ſeveeteft ade. 1s, 


MADAME- PIOZZI Ec 


bs 
rows notre tA hart ee Exh rn eee er — — 


Trav'ling in Wales, at dinner-time we gor on 
Where, at Leweny, lives Sir RoBerT Corrox. | 
At table, our great Moralift to pleaſe, —— 

Says I, Dear Doctor, arn't thoſe * peas ? I 
Quoth he, to contradid, and run his rig, 
« Madam, AT poſlbly might pleaſe a pig. 


} 

A 

5 
1 
13 i 


-  nozry +. 


Of i well the Doctor knew VEE art; 
And with his Hrgſbing wiſdom made us ſtart: 
Deſcrib'd the greateſt ſecrets of the Mint, 

And made folks fancy that he had been in't. 
Of hops and malt *tis wondrous what he knew ; 
And well as any brewer he could brew... 
MADAME PI1OZZ1 |: 
In gh the Doctor ſtrongly did believe, 
And pinn'd his faith on many a lyar's ſleeve 
He ſaid to Doctor Lawrence, © Sure I am, 
& I heard my poor dear mother call out © Sam.” 
* Pape 40. Þ Page 324 + Page 192. 
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3 I'm ſure,” ſaid he, © that J can truſt e 


“And yet, my mother had been dead for Pune : 


1 „ *, 

When young, ('t was rather filly J allow) 

Much was I pleas'd to imitate a cow. 

One time, at Drury Lane, with Doctor BLain, - 
My imitations made the playhouſe fare / 

Do very charming was I in my roar, 

That both the galleries clapp'd, and cried © e 
Bleſt by the general plaudit and the laugh 

I try'd to be a Jackaſs and a calf; = ED 

But who, alas! in 400 things can be great? 

In ſhort, I met a terrible defeat; | | 
So vile I bray d and bellow'd, I was d 
Yet all who Lnecu me, wonder'd that I m iſs d. 
BLair whiſper'd me, © Yowve loſt your credit now; 
“ Stick, BosWELL, for the future, to the Cow.“ 


MADAME PIOZZ1 Þ. 


'Th' ase of Blacks when JouxsoN would Fig 
He always thought they had not /ouls like 47; 
And yet, whene'er his family would fight, 
"da abrays ſaid black FRANK + was in the 7 rig ght. 


BOZZY 9. — 


1 ut confeſs that I enjoy'd a 1 
In bearing to the North fo great a treaſure 


page 499. Þ+ Page 212. f The DoRor's man ſervant, 


§ Page 259. N 
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Thinks I. I'm like a Ball or a Hound, 


Who, when a lump of liver he hath found, 


Runs to ſome corner, to avoid a riot, 


To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet: © 
1 thought this good as all Jos MirrAR's jokes; 


And fo I up, and told 1 it to the W 


MA DAME PIOZZz1 *. 


Some of our friends wiſn d Jon xsox would compoſe 
The Lives of authors who had ſhone in proſe; 


As for his Por, no mortal man could doubt it 


Sir RichARD MusGRrave, he was warm about it; 


Got up, and ſooth'd, intreated, begg d and pray 'd, 


Poor man ! as if he had implor'd for bread.— | 
% Sir Ric HARD, cried the Doctor, with a frown, 


« Since you're got up, I pray you, Sir, /it down.” 


7 BOZZY. 
Of Doctor Jonxsox, having giv'n a ſketch, 


Permit me, Reader, of my/elf, to preach— 
'The world will certainly receive with glee 

The ſlighteſt bit of hiſtory of me. 5 
Think of a gentleman of ancient blood! 


Prouder of fille than of being good— 

A gentleman juſt thirty-three years old 

Married four years, and as a Tyger bold; 
age 295. 

Whoſe 
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Whoſe bowels yearn'd Great Britain's foes to tame, 
And from the cannon's mouth to ſwallow flame 
To get his limbs by broad-ſwords carv'd in wars, 
Like ſome old bedſtead, and to boaſt his ſcars; 
And, proud immortal actions to atchieve, 

See his hide bor'd by bullets like a ſieve. 

But lo! his father, a well-judging Judge, 

Forbade his fon from Edinburgh to budge— 
Reſolv'd the French ſhould not his b—ſide claw ; 
So bound his /n apprentice to the law. 

This gentleman had been in foreign parts, 

And, like ULysszs, learnt a world of arts: 
Much wiſdom his vaſt travels having brought him, 
He was not half the fool the people thought him 
Of prudence, his ſame gentleman was ſuch, _ 

He rather had 700 little than too. much, 

Bright was his gentleman's imagination, 

Well calculated for the þi2h2/} ſtation : _ 

Indeed ſo lively, give the dev'l his due, 

He ten times more would utter than was true; 
Which forc'd him frequently againſt his will, 

Poor man! to ſwallow many a bitter pill _ 
One bitter pill among the reſt he took, 

Which was to cut ſome ſcandal from his book, 
By Doctor Jounsow he is well portray d- 
Quoth Sam, Of Bozz v it way well be faid, 
That through the moſt inhoſpitable ſcene, 
* One never can be troubled with the ſpleen, 
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Cy Nor ev'n the venus dfkcultics chaſe at, | 
„ Whit /ach an animal is near to laugh at.” 


* 


MADAME PIOZZ1 F 


For me, in Latin, Doctor 3 wrote 
Two lines upon Six Jos zH Baxks's goat; 
A goat! that round the world ſo curious went | 
A. goat! that now eats graſs that grows in Kent! 
Boezy f. 


Ito Lord MonBobpo a few lines I woe, 
And by the vents Joſeph, ſent this note— 


„ Thus far, my Lord, from Edinburgh my homey 


With Mr. Sauunl Ionxsox, I am come— — 


46 This night, by us, muſt certainly be ſeen 

«© The very handſome town of ABERDEEN. 

« For thoughts of JonxsoN, you'll be not applied to 
I know your Lordſhip likes him 4% than I do. 
4 So near we are—to part, I can't tell how, 


Without ſo much as making him a bow 2 


„ Beſides, the Rambler ſays, to fee Moxnzopn, 

« He'd go at leaſt two miles out of his road; 
„Which ſhows that he admires (whoever rails} 
The pen which proves that men are born with Alb. 
« Hoping that as to health your Lordſhip does well, 


& J am your ſervant at command, 
« JAMES BOSWELL,” | 


Page 72. + Page 205. | 
| 5 | MADAME. 


PETER PINDAR; ESQ. 


2 


— — — — — — — 
©. MADAME PIO Z222T2)7?: 

On Mr. TurALE's old hunter Jon som rode, 
Who with prodigious pride the beaſt beſtrode; 
And as on Bricuron Downs he daſb'd away, 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a ſportſman ſay, 
That at a chaſe he was as tight a hand _ 
As e'er a ſporting lubber in the land. 


| BOZZY . 
One morning Jonnsox, on the Iſle of Murr, 
Was of his politics exceſſive full. 5 
Quoth he, e That P ULTENEY Was a rogue tt is plain 
«© Beſides, the fellow was a Whig in grain. 1 
Then to his principles he gave a banging, 
And ſwore no big was ever worth a hanging. 
„ is wonderful,” ſays he, © and makes one tare, 
To think the /verychoſe Joux WII xk Es Lord Mayr; 
A dog, of whom the world could nurſe no hopes 
* Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their ſhops. 


— 


| MADAME 10221. £ ; 
Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie; e x 
But grant that Jonxsox ſaid it—by the by, 
As WiLRkEs unhappily your jfriend/bip ſhar'd, 
The dirty anecdote might well be ard. 


Page 207. + Page 424. 
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B OZZY. 


iam 2 klick to truth as much as Jou, 
And damme if the ſtory be not rue. 
What you have ſaid of Jonxsov and the lar le, 
As much the Rambler for a ſavage marks. 
„T was ſcandalous, ev'n Candour muſt allow, 
To give the hiſt'ry of the bor/e and co . 
What but an enemy to JounsoN's fame, 
Dar'd his vile prank at L1TrcnritLD playhouſe name TY 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 
To fling the man and chair into the pit— 
Who would have regiſter'd a ſpezch ſo odd 
On che dead Szay-mater * and Doctor rDops ? 


MADAME PIOZZI. 


fax lobende 8 * knowledge 7 his 

| thatching, | 
May be your own inimitable Ada 

Pray of his wifdom can't you tell more news? 

Could not he mate a ſhirt, and colble ſhoes, = 

Knit ſtockings, or, ingenious, take up /itches— 

Draw teeth, dreſs wigs, or make a pair of breeches ? 

| You prate too of his knowledge of the Mixx, 5 

As if the Rambler really had been in't 

Who knows, but you will tell us ( truth \ forſuking), 

That each bad ſhilling is of Jounsox” 's making ; 


* Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 1 firſt edition. 
| og od re tne 
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Hic, ck vile * chat the world — 
And his, the art that ev'ry guinea ſtweated. 
About his brewing knowledge you will prate too, 
Who ſcarcely knew a hop from a potatoe— 
And though of beer he joy'd in hearty ſwigs, 
I'd pit againſt his taſte my huſband's pigs. 


BOZ Z v. 


How could your folly tell, ſo void of truth, 
That miſerable ſtory of the youth, 
Who, in your book, of Doctor Jonxsox begs 
Moſt ſeriouſly to know if cats laid eggs ! * 


nee e, 
Ibo told of Mrs. Montague the lie 
8 8 a falſchood ?—Bozzys IH! 
7 @ BOZZY, 8 
Iho, mad'ning with an anecdotic itch, 
Declar'd that Jonxsox call'd his mother 6-tch 3 
MADAME PIOLZI. 
N. 25 ga Me Donald's rage to fave his ſnout 
Cut twenty lines of defamation out? 
Bozz x. 


22 would have ſaid a word about San's wit '1 
Or told the ſtory of the peas and pig? 
Who would have told a tale fo very flat, © 
Of Frank the Black, and Hover the mangy cat? 
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MADAME PIOZZI. 


Good me! you 'regrown at once e tender 


Of Doctor Jonxsox's fame a ferce defender: 


I'm ſure you've mention'd many a pretty ſtory 
Not much redounding to the DoQor” s glory. 
Now for a ſaint upon us you would palm him 
Firſt murder the poor man, and then embalm him ! : 


. BOZZY, 


Why truly, Madam, Jonxsox cannot boaſt— 


By your acquaintance, he hath rather loft. 


His character ſo ſhockingly you handle 


"You've ſunk your comet to a farthing candle. 


Your vanities contriv'd the ſage to hitch in, 
And brib'd him with your cellar and your kitchen; 
But luckleſs Jonnsow play'd a loſing game 


1 Though "yy and beer he won—he loſt his fame. 


MADAME PIOZZI. 


One quarter of your book had Jonnson read, 
Fiſt- criticiſm had rattled round your head. 


Vet let my ſatire not 4 far purſue— 


It boaſts ſome merit, give the Dev'l his due. | 
Where Grocers and where Paſtry-coots reſide, 


Thy book, with triumph, may indulge its pride; 


Preach to the paty-pans ſententious ſtuff— 


And hug that idol of the noſe, call'd ſnuff + 
With all its ſtories cloves and ginger pleaſe, 
And Nur its ny to a pound of cheeſe! 
: 6d 
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Madam, your irony is wondrous fine! 
Senſe in each thought, and it in ev'ry line; 
Yet, Madam, when the /caves of my poor Hoop” 
Viſit the Grocer, or the Paſtry-coot, 

Yours, to enjoy of Fame the iu reward, | 
May aid the ?runt-maker of Paul's Church Yard; 
In the ſame alehouſes together us d, 
By the /ame fingers they may be amus . 

The greaſy ſuffers yours, perchance, may wipe, 
Whilſt mine, high honour'd, lights a zoper's pipe. 
The praiſe of CouxrENA * my book's fame ſecures 
Now, who the devil, Madam, praifes yours ? 


MADAME PIOZZI, 
Thouſands, you blockhead no one now can doubt i it; 
For not a foul in London is without it. * 
The folks were ready CADELL to en, | 
Who ſold the firſt edition in an hour— , ; 
_ So!—CouRTENAY 'spraiſesfave you!—ah! that Squire 
Deals, let me tell you, more in ſmoke than fire. 


— AD 


- > 


BOZZY, 
| Zounds! he has prais 'd me in the ſweets oft line— 


* The lively rattle of the Houſe of Commons—indeed its 
 Momvs; who ſeems to have been ſelected by his conſtituents 
more for the purpoſes: of laughing at the misfortunes of his 
country, than Sealing the wounds, He is the author of a poem 
lately publiſhed, that endeavours, tatis viribur, to prove that 
Doctor Jon xsoN was a brute as well as a moraliſt / 
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MADAME 710221. | 


Ay! aye! the verſe and ſuljed equal thine.» 
Few are the mouths that CouRTENAx's wit rehearſe— 


| Mere cork in politics, and lead in verſe. 


 BOZ2ZY. 


Well, Ma am! Fn, all that JoynsoN faid « or wrote 
You hold ſo ſacred—how have you forgot 
To grant the wonder-hunting world a reading 
Of Sam's Epiſtle, juſt before your wvedding ; 
Beginning thus, (in ſtrains yot form'd to flatter) 
„ MADAM, WH 5 

« If that moſt ; 2 matter 

He not concluded 


95 -Fancder ſhall 1 ſay 0 
1 ©. pm ſhall have it from your/elf ſome day, 


To juſtify your paſſion for the Touth, _ 
With al the charms of e and truth. 


MADAME PIOZZH.. 


What was my marriage, Sir, to you or Jim | Fr 


Ae tell me what to do !—a pretty whim! 
Hle, to propriety, (the beaſt) refort! 

As well might elephants preſide at court. 
Lord! let the world to - my match agree ; 
Good God! James Bosw ELI, what's that world to me? 

The folks who paid reſpects to Mrs. Thrule, 

: Fed on her 1 nach ſouls! and ſwill'd her ale, 


May | 


reren PINDAR, se. . 305 


* 
n N 


2 z SE 
| May fichen at Pioꝝ xi, nine in ten— | 
Turn up the noſe of ſcorn—good God! what then ? 
For me, the Dev'l may fetch their ſouls ſo great 


They keep their homes, and J, thank God, my meat. 


When they, poor owls ! ſhall beat their cage, a jail 
I, unconfin'd, ſhall ſpread my peacock. tail; 
Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eaſe, 
Chuſe my own food, and ſee what climes 1 e 

1 ſuffer only=—if I'm in the wrong 
So, now, you prabug puppy, hold your tongue. | 


SIR Jon. 


For ſhame ! | for ſhame ! for Heay' n's | fake both 
be quiet— 
Not BILL IN GSG ATE exhibits ee a riot: 
Behold, for Scandal you have made a feaſt, 
And turn'd your idol, Jonxsox, to a beaſt : 
T is: plain that tales of ghoſts are arrant lies, 
Or inſtantaneouſly would Joaxsox.'s riſe; 
Make you both eat your paragraphs ſo evil 5 
And for your treatment ,of him, Play the devil. 
Juſt like two Mohawks on the man you fall; 
No murd'rer is worſe ſerv'd at SurGeoxs' HALL; - 
Inſtead of adding ſplendour to his name, | 
Tour books are downright gibbets to his fame. 
Of thoſe, your anecdotes—may I be curſt, 
If I can tell vou, which of them is worſt, 
You never with poſterity can thrive— _ 
is by the Rambler” s death alone you live; 
CURSE. Like 


r iS > ers open 
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Like wrens (that in ſome volume I have read) 
Hatch'd by ſtrange fortune in a horſe's head. n 
Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory, 

But now his fame lies foully dead before ye: = 

Thus to ſome dying man, (a frequent caſe) _ 

Two doors come and give the coup de grace. 

Zounds! Madam, mind the duties of a wite, 

And dream no more of Doctor Jonxsox's life; 

A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding 
Wilr more delight your friends than all your 1 8 | 

One cut from ven'ſon to the heart can ſpeak _ 5 

Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek; 

One fat Sir Loin poſſeſſes more ſublime _ 

Than all the airy caſtles built by rhime. 

One nipperkin of Ainge with a toaſt 

Beats all the ſtreams the Muſes Fount can a boaſt ; 
Bleſt, in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 
Find raptures not in all the floods of Helicon. 

Enough thoſe anecdotes your pow'rs have ſhown ; 

Sam's Life, dear Ma'am, will only n your vn. 
For thee, James BosWELL, may the hand of Fate 

Arreſt thy gooſe-quill and confine thy prate; 

Thy egotifms the world diſguſted hears - 

Then load with vanities no more our ears, 

- Like ſome lone puppy, yelping all night long, 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yet, ſhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of Fate 
To ſtop thy pen, and ſtill thy da ding prate; 

1 = ns oboe — 1 


* 


To live in ſolitude, oh! be thy luck, 


PETER PINDAN, ESQ. 


A chattering magpie on the Iſle of Mocx. 


Thus ſpoke the Judge ; ; then leaping | from the chair, . 


He left, in conſternation. loft, the fair: 

Black FRA XR he ſought, on anecdote to cram, 
And vomit firſt + a life of furly Sam. | 
Shock'd at the little manners of the Knight, 


The rivals marv ling mark d his ſudden flight; 
Then to their pens and paper ruſh 'd the twain, 


To kill the mangled Rambler o'er again. 


4 DoRor JounsoN's Negro ſervant, 


+ The Knicur's volume is reported to be in great 8 


neſs, and * to 4 iftance his formidable TIS 


N. B. The Quotations from Mr, Boſwell are 3 . : 


the Second Edition of his Journal .—Thoſe from Mrs. p03 nn 
from the firſt n of her Anecdotes. 
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TEARS or ST. MARGARET: 
Aro, 


4. ; 


DESG or CONDOLENCE. 


7 — 


| 10 Tux 


1 UGH AND MIGHTY MUSICAL DIRECTORS, 
ON THEIR DOWNPALL. ; 


Delirant Rxcxs, electuntur Acntvi. 
The Kix c was wroth; and ſmelling matters out, 
ne 1 the GRAND DirecToss to the rout. 8 


ro THE READER. 
THE frequent complaint of ignorance, parti- 
ality, profuſion, &c. exhibited againſt the Mosr - 
NosLe Musical DirEctors,. together with their 
quarrels with the principal SixeERs and PrrFormERs, 
having brought them into unpopularity and what 
| ſeemed worſt of all, the Mosr NoreLe Directors. 
/ having imprudently made a publie declaration, with- | 
out his MaJzesTY's conſent, that there was an end of 
Aprty COMMEMORATION, ſuch a. favourite hobby- 
horſe of MAzztsSTY; the KinG reſolved on their diſ- 


| miſſion om. all and every interference at the Ona- 
-TORI®O- 


n 


TORIO to be performed at St. MAROARET'Ss CH 


The immediate conſequence of the Royal annunci- 
ation was the diſpleaſure of the DixEcToORs, and was 


alſo, of conſequence, the diſpleaſure of the Lynic 


Bak, who ſighed. on the mournful occaſion, and 
took up the cudgels in their defence. Great has 
been the cry againſt them, that they feaſted at the 

Saint Alban's Tavern, at the expence of the Music. 


Fuxp. Although I do not credit ſuch rumour, I 
have taken the fact for granted, that (like their DE- 


PUTIEs, who actually did feaſt at different times at 


the Saint Alban's Tavern, at the expence of the Funn) 


the NoBLE DIRECToRs did condeſcendingly ſhe the 


example; and I have hinted that thoſe MosT NoBLE 


Dinxcrons had as fair a right to be rewarded with N 
dinners as Pariſb-Yſficers and their friends, who ſo 
frequently have a jovial meeting, to eat and 1. 2 


monary on the birth of a | BasTARD. | 


| eee To THE ODES | | 
on, : 


THE TEARS OF. SAINT MARGARET. 


Nox OW Nic ur, the negro, „ e Paſt one 


| o'clock,” 

The drowſy watchman baw'd—from ak . 
The dough-fac'd ſpectres crowded forth the eye, 
The ſunk, the * r of T OIL, was clos'd: _ 
| FFF Mete, 
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we Natoae! $ buſied voice, Aus "4 and hum; 
While HorroR, creeping on the world of gloom, 


Breath' d her dark ſpirit through the death-like hour— 


Nou from her filver-fringed eaſt the Moox 

Peep'd on the VAsr of ſhade—up-mounting ſlow, 

In ſolemn ſtilneſs, till her lab'ring orb, 

Freed from the caves of DARKNESS, gain'd its ſphere, 
And mov'd in ſplendid ſolitude along. 

At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane, 

That caught a partial radiance on its walls, 

A radiance ſtealing on the ſhadowy tombs, 
Illuminating death, the pious MA1D, 

Whoſe fleſh did wonders in its days of bloom, 

And bones work'd marvels when ſhe ſmil'd no more 
The penfive MaxGartrTa flalk'd, and paus'd, 
And paue'd and ſtalk*d, and flalk'd and paus'd agen; 
Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye ; 

Now gazing on the holy windows dim; 

Now motionleſs; and now with hurrying ſtep 
Along the hollow-ſounding aiſle ſhe paſs'd; 

And leaning Iorn at murder'd RaLz16n's tomb, 
Of S1LExCE wak'd the pale and ſacred fleeps 
With plkintive accent, d 


| MARGARET'S LAMENTATION. 
WHY ſhould yon old Abbey, ſhould' ring 
My poor Fane with Gothic pride, 
Cracking, ſinking, falling, mould' ring, 
On the back of Marg' ret ride? „ Ye 
| 55 | What 
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What is that huge Ruin's merit? 

Only fit for houling rats. | 

Be her gueſts, with all my ſpirit, 
Hooting owls, and horrid bats! 


Why am / to be deſpis'd, 
Why am I to be kept under; 
J who once by Kings was priz d? 


What's the meaning on't, I wonder? 


I whoſe pow'r could agues charm, 

| Fits and tooth-achs, cramps and evils ; 
Satan's wicked ſelf difarmz 
Aim, the great proud Prince of Devils. 


% 


Lo, that Abbey for paſt years, 
At each grand Commemoration, 
For Dix ronxs boaſted Peer 5 
Peers the glory of the Nation! | - 


Who were my Directors? Lo, | 
Docronx Parsoxs, JusTice Collie; 
Anxolp and Duevis and Co. | 
What a very pretty frolic ! | 


But tis ſaid the KIM commanded, 

And the Grand Dirxcrors fell: 

By the KIM were they diſbanded? 
Fame will bluſh the tale to tell. 


Soon 


„% ͤ it eser 

Soon I'II go (for what ſhould hinder?) 
To the firſt of rhiming men; 

To that Giant PeTzrR PinDaAR— 
He ſhall hear—and | and then!! 


| Peren't in his wrath ſhall. rife, _ 
And the ſcythe of verſe prepare; 
Lo, I fee his lightning eyes ! 
Lo, his arm of vengeance bare! 


1 of Monarchs ſhall he ſlice, 
As he ſcorns them ſo fincerely— © 
Woman need not aſk him twice; 
PETER. | coves the ladies dearly. 


Thus ſpoke the Salix TI— When Morn her e 
ſpread, 

Jo Covent-Garden's N ſhe r her Aight, 

And drew the curtains of the Por r's bed, 

Who fortunately lept alone that * 


To bim ſhe told her ſtory o'er and o'er; 
When PETER, rous'd by MarG'RET's fad narration, 

Pull'd off his night-cap, and devoutly ſwore — . 
He'd roaft a certain RuLER of a nation. 


| Site Mane'zzr thank'd the Bard with Lwweeteſt 
a ſmiles, 
| And PETER thunder" 4 on the Km or bien 
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7 OD E Js 
THE POET BREAKS MOURNFULLY OUT ON THE PALL or THE 
NOBLE DIRECTORS—THREATENS TO EXPOSTULATE: WITH 
THE KING==LAMENTS THE LOSS OF DIRECTION-IMPORT= 
ANCE, BOXES, WHITE WANDS, AND DINNERS AT TAE 

SAINT ALBAN'S TAVERN, &c. &c. 


Po OR LEE DS! poor rene! and 22 
Joan Bares! 
And all ye other poor ones, of bard fates ! 3 
IJ is a ſtrange man this King of ours indeed== | 
There's reaſon, to be ſure, in roaſting eggs! 
What! raiſe an Oratorio at SAINT Pro's, 
And ſet a thing on foot without a head! 


What ! could the King have muſic in a church, 
And leave the great DirecToss in the lurch? 
 Ev'n ſol—but lo, I'll parley with the King, 

And ſuch a peal into his ears I'll ring! 


Thus will I ſay, howe'er it may diſguſt 
* An't pleaſe your Majeſty, you are unit. 
vor. 1. = EE | © hw, 
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% How, how?“ the King will cry, with wild 
| rapidity —— 
« Yes, SIRE, the grand Directors take it ill; 
« Deeming themſelves all men of tuneful tein, 
And having all for crotchets, hawk-avidity ; 


„ That they ſhould loſe the lead in this affair, 
„Which really makes them marvel, and ſo ſtare, 
Not knowing what offence they have committed; 
| « Being a ſet of very clever men, 

4 So ſtuff'd with cratchet-knowledges, and then 
For Oratorios ſo nicely fitted! 


* Behold! no boxes for DirRtcToRs! no! 
os Who at the ABFEY form'd a * 


« 'Fagrag and bobtail now bleed 4 to join; 
„What's ten times worſe, condemn'd to pull out Co1x 5 
« Men ſo unus'd to pay a fingle doit! 


& When proud to view of Royalty the rays, 
% Your OUBJECTS had their bellies full of gaze, 

% Amid the ABztY's glory for paſt years; 
“ Then would they ponder on the white-ſtick row, 
% Of Uxer1DGe, GREY DE WILTON, LEEDS, and Co. 
6 And, next to MAJEsT Yy admire the PEERS. 


«© Who's that lim, whey-fac'd Gentleman, and thin, 
- TERS tome old ne 8 noſe and chin? 


4 And 
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And he ſo ſurly, with a ſable face?“ 

« Would gaping ſtrangers all ſo curious cry; 
„When, all ſo ſolemn, I have made reply, 
+ That Lord is LEEDS's very noble Grace, 


* 


With lath-like form, whey face, and checks ſo thin, 


And good old Gentlewoman's noſe and chin 

© And he who lours as though he meant to bite, 

© Is EARL of UxBRIDGE, with his face of night.“ 

% And then I've told the names of all the reſt; 

« At which the ſtrangers have been all ſo 4%, | 
&« Bow'd, curtſy'd low, ſo grateful--1 don't doubt it, 
„They told their dear relations all about it! 


© No more DIRECTORS challenge admiration 1 

« No more the tuneful rulers of a nation! 

2m Unknown in vulgar ſeats they bite their thumbs; 
«© Now half awake they nod, and now they ſleep, 


And now they ſigh, and now in dreams they weep, - 


« And mumble much diſpleaſure midſt their gums. 


" Heay' ns! with what. huge delight their FFes- 
would hail 

« The Bbreeches * blazing at SalIxT Mane'reT's tail, 

& Inſtead of STEPHEN, who, to all belief, 

«© Poor fellow, muſt have travell'd with a brief Þ ! 


* Poor SAINT STEPHEN had a very warm pair of breeches 


off. 


4 To ſolicit charity, like many others who ſuffer be fire. - 
1 * 2 . 


clapped to his ..., lately; but the SAINT 2 ſhook them 
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« But, Sin, this is not all for in your ear, 
« Something more horrible brings up the rear! 
No longer on the #wweedle-dum account, 


„ At yon fair tavern in SAINT ALBAN's ſtreet, 


« Thoſe men of taſte and muſic joyful greet, 
& And load their ſtomachs to a large amount ; 
All for the good of the poor Funp, ſo kind! 
&* Now this is dreadful to my ſimple mind; 
« To think thoſe TITLED Mx, whoſe valiant jaws, 
& And ſtomachs all ſo keen, and deep as ſacks, 
«© And teeth fo valorous in feaſt attacks, 
& So bravely battled in the tuneful cauſe, 
e Should, by the royal word ſo hard commanded, 
6 Diſgracefully be turn'd adrift—diſbanded! 


1e I hear, I hear the angry Lords exclaim, 


© Thus to be all diſcarded! *t is a ſhame— 
»The royal mandate will be cruel ty d— 


© Behold CuuncuwarDexns, OVERSEERs ſo ſleek! 


Read their card-invitations ev'ry week 
Sir, you're deſired to come and eat a child,” 


One child a week they conſtantly devour— _ 
© Sometimes they eat two children—ſometimes four 


If thus thoſe fellows live, the lazy drones, : 

* Loxvs, of a charity may pick the bones; 
Ves, as proviſions are ſo very dear, 

Eat a few fiddlers once or twice a year.“ 

« Such is the language Lords employ, O King, 


66 Enough the hearts of ſavages to wring, ; 
85 | „ And 
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«© And make, I hope, your royal confcience ache= 
e Such reas'nings are indeed extremely deep! 
« Why ſhould of Lords the teeth and ſtomachs lleep, 


« Whilſt thoſe of keen Churchwardens are awake?” 


Thus to the King of Nations will I CTY mrs 
But what will be his MEST 's reply? 


„„ Thank, thank ye, PeTtR, for ſupporting ſtraws= 


Good advocate—good, good, in a bad cauſe 
I'll have no more ſuch doings, let me tell ye 
No, no, no eating calves in the cow's belly.“ 


ODE TO ST. CECILTA: 


THE POET VERY LOYALLY CALLS UPON ST, CECILIA, THE. 


GREAT PATRONESS OF MUSIC, BY WAY OF JUSTICE* OF 


PEACE, CONSTABLE, AND COMFORTER, TO COME DOWN - 
FROM HEAVEN TO THE. NGBLE DIRECTORS, ISSUE A PkoO- 


CLAMATION FOR DISSOLVING SOCIETIES OF MUSICAL IN= 
 STRUMENTS; TAKING THEM UP, AND. KNOCKING THEM 


| TO PIECES, AS' ALSO THE HEADS OF THE MUSICIANS. 


AGAINST EACH OTHER,—THE POET CONCLUDES. WITH A 
PROPHECY OF RETURNING POWER TO THE DIRECTORS. 


DIVINE CEcILTA, pray, fm Heav'n ſtep down; a 
Moſt wondrous are the doings in this town 1 

Behold, behold a tuneful revolution! 

DIRECTORS baniſh'd, but no execution! 

Thank God, no grinning heads of Lords, poor fouls 


Amid the mob, ſurvey the ſtreets on poles. 
BEN | The 


3 ck, \ * . 7 2 - — 
Pepper ia" 2" * "5, 


* dy. 


IN , 
Ty 


RC nf. ... r 
_ "wt 


318 THE WORKS. or 


6 


1 at 


'The fiddles ſcreech wich an one FL thy 
The flutes and hautboys whiſtle at the fall: 
The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe ! 
Glad of the long-wiſh'd overthrow, he opes, 
To ſhew the world his pleaſure, all his ſtops, 
And pours his thunders through each giant pipe; 


Whilſt all his pigmies, trilling, ſqueaking, ſqualling, 
Like mad things, every one his tune, are bawling: 
The hoarſe baſſoons their naſal twang employ 
And hog : like baſſes grunt the ſong of joy. 


Wild ſcreams the trumpet's brazen note fo clear; b 
And on th? occaſion, ſcorning to be mum, 
Like cannon ſoundeth-on the loaded car, 
At folemn intervals,” the double drum. 


The various inſtruments of wind and ſtring, 
| Thus to the world in faucy triumph fing 
„ What are thoſe Lord-Directors ?—arrant fools, 
= 6 Mean mongrels—never bred in Music's ſchools— 
With juſt as much of ſcience as a pig; 
Who ſcarcely know a pſalm- tune from a jig. 

4 Are theſe the men to lead us—Mvus1c ſwears, 5 
And to the pill'ry recommends their ears.“ 

And lo, of Muſic the choice bands, 

Delighted, clap their madding hands ; 

And, railing to the ſtars their eyes devout, 


4 Thank heav'n,” they roar, " thoſe - fellows are 
turn'd out. | 
16 No 7 
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N o longer ſhall their tyranny impoſe, 
hn And lead the King of Nations 15 the noſe.” 


'Then, ſweet e leave thy lofty ſation! 
O haſte and ifſue out thy Proclamation 
Of wondrous danger let it talk aloud —— _ 
Root up ſocieties of flutes, baffoons ; 
Knock down the organ, for his rebel tunes, 
The brazen trumpet break, and crack the crowd. 


Lay on the necks of the rebellious BaxD 
Thy powerful and chaſtiſing hand 
And for their impudent and ſenſeleſs pother, 

Sweet GoDDEss, knock one head againſt another. 


O haſte and keep the mournful Lords in heart, 
As ſcarce a ſingle mortal takes their part. 
Except the lofty family of pride, 

Few are the comforters they boaſt beſide —— 


Theſe are their conſtant friends indeed, and ſtout 
Friends that few Nobles ever are without: 


Hereditary friends of ancient date, 


EO dice great title and cate. - 


| And yet *t 1s 114 no virtues can reſide 

Where dwells that lofty ſcowling SrikIT, PrIDE ; ; 
That Aconite, the noiſome weed of gloom, 

That near it ſuffers not a flow'r to bloom. 


4 


Joy 
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Joy to my ſoul! of LxROs his glorious Grace 
Puts forth a ſimpering ſweet prophetic face, 
Amid this rough miſchance, that ſeems to ſay, 
« Though diſappointment mocks the preſent hour, 
% Next year ſhall mark the triumph of my pow'r, 
When Faction's ſcowling fiends ſhall ſhunthe day.“ 


Thus when the Moxarcn of the winds, in ſpite, 
Rolls a dark phalanx on the golden light, 

And blots the beauteons ORs the world adorning, 
80 lifts the ſable mantle of a cloud, 
And peeping underneath the envious ſhroud, [ing.” 
Smiles hope, and ſays, “ 111 ſhine to-morrow morn- 


O D E. 

THE BARD ADVISES THE DIRECTORS TO SUBMIT TO THEIR 
DEGRADED SITUATION ; AND, BY WAY or CONSOLATION, 
INFORMS THEM OF THE FALLEN STATE OF THE POETS — 
AND, MOREOVER, COMFORTS THE DIRECTORS WITH THE 


CHANGES THAT TAKE PLACE AMONGST CROWNED AS 
WELL AS UN- CROWN ED HEADS. 


"YET not "one are you by Kings deſpis'd; 
Lo, lofty poets are no longer priz d, 

That to an eagle turn'd a popinjay; 
That ſcorn'd of TIME the ever- dreaded Fare, 
Turn'd winking ruſh- lights into blazing ſtars, 
And ſtole from frail mortality, decay! 
| 5 5 | PorrTs,. 


PETER PINDAR, ERS. 32 


— 1 A 


** 


Porrs, with that rare inſtrument call'd RINME, 
Drew with the greateſt eaſe the teeth of TIuR; 
Snapp'd his broad ſcythe ſo keen, and broke his glaſs; ; 
Clipp'd his twe wings, and fix'd him on an aſs: 
Such was the envied pow'r of ancient BARDS, _ 
When Kings vouchſaf'd to crown them with rewards. 


In days of old, the Barps were ſacred creatures, 
Deem'd fo exalted in their natures ! 
y numbers thought fit company for Gods / 
Lo, at the feaſts of Kings the MinsTRELs fat 
Ate, fung, and mingled in the royal chat; 
And ſcarcely did there ſeem a grain of odds. 


Thus cried thoſe Kings of old, (delightful praiſe!) 
Touch not the men of other days; 
„ HFurt not a hair of thoſe ſweet ſons of ſong, 
' & Whoſe voices ſhall be heard amidf our halls, 
«© When we, amidſt of death the narrow walls, 

— N filence ſhall be 1 along.“ 


Scot · free the . PORE” and ate; 
They paid no taxes to the State ! 
Vow: comes a Butcher, roaring, ““ Pay your bill; | 
Now the blue-apron'd wight of beer, 
And man of bread, approach and cry, © Look here; 
Not one more morſel, not a fingle gill, 
„Shall, Maſter Poet, paſs your piping throat, 
* Until you quickly pay up ev'ry groat.“ 
- Unna» 
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Unnatural! alas, what Gothic ſounds! _. 
Thus t is the rude PROPHANE a Poet wounds { 


At Windſor, when the Monarch has been by, 
How have I languiſn'd on the royal ſtye, 

Where wanton'd fifty little grunting grigs! 

But never had the King the grace to ſay, 
«.You re hungry, hungry, PETER—take 7 , 
Take, take a couple of the prettieſt pigs.“ 


Ott of his geeſe too have 1 Hewes the notes, 
And, hungry, wiſh'd to ſtop their gobbling throats; 
But vainly did mine eyes around them wander — 
How eaſily the Monarch might have ſaid, 
& You don't eat roaſt meat often, I'm afraid; 
c Take, take away the fatteſt gooſe or gander.“ 


Kings care not if we neither drink nor carve— 
This is their ſpeech in ſecret, © Sing and ſtarve.“ 
And vet our Monarch has a'world of books, 
And daily on their backs. ſo gorgeous looks; 
So neatly bound, fo richly gilt, fo ſine, 
He fears to open them to read a line! 


Since of our books a King can highly deem, 
The Authors ſurely might command eſteem— 
But here's the dev'I-I fear too many know it — 


Some Kings prefer the Binder to the Poet. 
er though it never was poor PET ER's fate 


To get a ſixpence from the Man or STATE, 5 
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Who rather tries to keep the- Poets under 
Oft have I dipp'd in golden praiſe the pen, 
; Writiag ſuch handſome things about great men, 
That CanDouR'seye-balls have been ſeen to wonder. 


Yet had it happen'd that the BarD 
Had borne on high-bred folk a lite hard; 
Good for an evil mortals ſhould return— 

T is very wicked with revenge to burn. 
The ſunm's a bright example, let me ſay 
Obliges the black clouds that veil his ray; 
Oft makes them decent figures to behold, 
And covers all their dirty rags with gold. 


But let us not an idle pother keep, 
And, aſs-like, at a revolution bray ; 

Lo, Kings themſebves, like cabbages, grow cheap: 
Thus ev'ry dog at laft will have his day— _ 
He who this morning /m:Pd, at night may ſorrow z 

The grub to-day 's a butterfly to-morrow. | 


THE POET ADMINISTERS COMFORT To THE DISGRACED | | 
«hs | DIRECTORS, | 

' POOR Imps! we all are born, at times to groan! | 

M1sFoORTUNE won't let HaypiNngss alone; 5 

Sharp as a cat for ever pleas'd to watch her, | By 

And trying with a thouſand traps to catch her. Js | 

„ Still 1 
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© Still muſt we all ſubmit—it is our fate 
Jo mourn at home, amid this mortal ſtate ! 
Yet by our folly often worſe we make it. 
At diſappointment frequent have IT ſigh'd : | 
« P-x take the world! indignant I have cry'd— | 
Life is not worth the terms on which we take it.“ 
Then on the lot of mortals did I ſcowl ; 
And angry thus, one night, addreſs'd an OwL. 
ADDRESS TO AN OWL. 
* THOU ſolemn Bix D on yonder ivy'd tow'r, 
„ Wilt thou exchange thy nature, Owl, with me? 
« Happy to take poſſeſſion of thy bow'r, | 
„ here proteſt I would exchange with hee. 


«© When to his weſtern bed the SUN retires, 
« Obeys the curfew, and puts out his fires ; 
When EvEx1XGe, bluſhful harbinger of NIGHT, 
* Gems with the dews of health the drooping flow'r ; 
« With cooling zephyrs fans the ſober hour, 
« And wakes the myriads to the fading light; 
Forth, with what happineſs I paſs 
4 Amid the moiſt reviving graſs, 
& To meet the tribes by NaTure made, 
To crawl and wing the world of ſhade! 


4 Daughters | 
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Daughters and ſons of Night that creep the ground, 
<< gBleſt muſt ye live, with ſuch a calm arcad, 
-< So unmoleſted, to enjoy your loves! 
« And lighter PzorLE, ye who ſpread the wing, 
«© Now *mid the moon's pale luſtre ſport and ſing, 
& Now playful pierce the ſhadows of the groves. 


e Ye harmleſs nations, with averted eyes, 
<< 'The ſons of men your ſilent world deſpiſe, 
« Becauſe their eyes no punch-houſes behold ; 
* Becauſe no mobs, nor fires, nor thieves appear; 
« Becauſe no riots with their yells they hear; 
* No brothels, ſcenes of fallow fate unfold. 


Sweet OwL, this ſhort apoſtrophe excuſe; 
And willing now to the returns the Mus. 


O Bird of Wiſdom, mid the twilight ſcene 
« Dimly I mark thy philoſophic mien 
% And now I ſee expand thy ſnowy wings: 
«© 'To. yonder elm, O happy happy fowl, 
+ Thou ruſheſt forth to call upon Miss OW, 
Expectant of her BRau, who darkling ſings. 


& Together now ye ſail the duſky vale, 
«© Now dart on prey, now mount agen the ules bs” 
& Now on the moon-clad barn or filent grove, ,. 
« Your four hands fill'd with various game, ye go 
« (For hunger muſt be ſatisfied I trow) ; 
And, after feaſting, kiſs and ing of lore. 
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6 To-morrow ſullen muſt T move to town, _ 
„Shook in a wooden engine up and down, 
„ For want, O Owl, of thy ſoft gliding wing— 
Stow d with a gang of thieves perchance, and trulls; 
Too noiſy for the thickeſt human ſkulls— | [fing. 
„Who ſmoak, and laugh, and roar, and ſwill and 


«< Gladly at length I quit my wooden hive; 
& Fatigu'd, at buſy London I arrive, 


Parent of fin, and naſtineſs, and noiſe: 


de By coach and cart, and wheelbarrow and dray, 


% Through motley mob I force my ſighing way; 
“ Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney- ſweepers boys: 


LY 
* 


| Saluted, as I paſs along, 
* By all the various imps of ſong, _ 
% This crying rabbits rabbits, wild fowl that, 


4% Another mackrel, ſalmon, oyſter, ſprat ! 


With ſuch a howling ear-diſtracting note, 


a Rod mouth extended as a barn-door wide, 
„ That fiſh and fleſh forſooth may be well cried, 
« A man might leap into each cavern throat. 5 


& In Covent- Garden, at the Hummus, now 
] fit, but after many a curſe and vow 
% Never to ſee the madding city more; 
«© Where barrows truckling o'er the pavements roll, 
« And, what is horror to a tuneful ſoul, 
Where aſſes aſſes greeting, Dt A roar; 
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Which aſſes, that the Garden's ſquare adorn, 
Muſt lark-like be the heralds of my morn. 


Loet others talk with wild affright 
Of horrors and the ſhades of night; 

* You want not Sor's refulgent painful ray; 
Night to your eyes is but a milder day: 


66 Let others mock your airs that ſimply flow— 
« Feeho teexuhit, teexuhit teeho—— s 
„ But then, dear Owr1, t is a — mind: 
« Avaunt the ſcientific ſquall 
J hate it nature hates it 3 | 
6 But 101 t is n and the ton, I fad. 


— 


= The ear wht harſh 1 muſt be nerd; 
% Grown much too fa o/bionable to be Nu d. U 


6 Here 1 1 a *mid the dey glade, 23 
On ſacred ſilence feaſt; and ſhade: ; RE 
„ But ah! Se,, ont me 6 night's 
4 On wings of freedom as thou ſweepꝰſt the ſky, 
Sweet child of ſhadows, o'er my hamlet fly, | 
TI 1985 kindly: loothe my ſlumber with a tune?) 


| Thus out of humour 1 addreſs'd the Kink: 
Wiſhing to change conditions with the fowl Koi: 
But at the cheerful morn, upon my word, | 

I lik'd the man- ſtate better than the ol 


my : 
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Thus anger'd at the wayward tricks of Fate, 
Pettifh you wiſh yonr grandeur at the devil; 
Yet, after curſing high and mighty ſtate, 
You wiſely deem it not ſo huge an evil: 


8 to be men of worſhip ſtill, 


Pleas'd with the gifts that Kings, not Heav'n, beſtow + 


Proud, from the height of T1TLE's ftar-clad hill, 


To mock us poor unhonourd grubs below. 


% 


T RE POET COMFORTETH AGAIN AND AGAIN AND AGAIN THE. 
NOBLE DIRECTORS, WITH MORAL. REPLECTIONS, c. 


”T I'S giv'n as goſpel both 1n proſe and rhimes, 5 


That people ſnould not be for ever bleſt; 


en ee muſt be good at times, 


np ſalutary, though fatiric 3 * 


| That goads to Virtue's works ihe inde of slornz 


Like gout, that bites us into health ſo fair; 
Or like the needle, while it wounds the 8 


It Puts the . into o repair. | | | 


Sigh i now no more, nor Tet thoſe Ai your eyes, 
Be dimly gleaming through perpetual ſhow'rs— - 

Let PLEASURE bring the beam of ſummer ſkies, 
Aud gild the pinions of your fable hours. 


Let 


r ee xs. 389 
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| 2 not Gnlzr » forge along your boſom roll 
Nor FANCY gather ſorrows for the ſoulu. 


Ah! ſigh no more, ſweet Lords, pray ſig no dae 
Not all, not all your confequence i is dead; a 
In Tot'nam-ſtreet you ſtill preſerve a 277 Fs. 
\ And proudly bear an elevated head; 
Where, all obedience, and with one accord, 


| Muſicians learn to Wein at the Lord vw 


o 
TRE VICISSIT UDES or LIFE, wontkares 4 
LIFE changes —now, t is calm now hurricane 
| Up, down, down, up—a very windmill's vane 
Is man, poor fellow—much too like a ball; 
'Tis high, 't is Iow—'t is this way now, now chat, 


Juſt as its ao maſter wills, the bat 
Thus MAJESTY can bid us riſe or fall. 


The Mach may repent him.of the deeds. 
His heart, ſo ſoft, at your diſmiſſion bleed- 
To Houſe of Buckingham you may be call'd, 
And at the Queen's ſweet little coneerts ſing; 
Then how. the tribe of NoBLEs will be gall dl. 
Fhis will be foaring on the eagle's wg” 
C of the Night, who ſelects the muſic; and 3 


gives a ſoprano ſong to a baſs voice, and who once ordered, in 
the Jubilate, the trumpet part to be executed by the German: 


Ss! YN EE Thus: 


. 5 R wonrs 01 r 


Thus to {the world then be it GAGE. | 
What ſeems misfortune, happens for our good'> = 
This from my rhiming ftore-houſe, or r my Pals 
May be e by a Fable. 


7 4 


Mus. ROBINSON's HANDKERCHIET,, 
AND, 


JUDGE BULLER' b WIS. 


A FABLE. 


A 8 that long had peel 
The ſnows of Laura's {welling breaſt, 
O'er which fair ſcene full many a longing lover, 
With panting heart, and frequent ſighs, _ 
And pretty modeſt leering eyes, 
Had. often often. been obſery'd to bu 


This Handkerchief to Kitty given, 
Was forc'd at length to leave its heav'n, 
And enter a Jew clothes- man's ample — 
O what a ſad reverſe, poor ſoul! _ 
To ſweat in ſuch a. horrid hole, 
With ev * ſort of dirty rag! 3 


«Pray, who are you? the plantive 'Kerckief e 
Perceiving a rough neighbour at her ſide: 
% You ſmell as though your maſter was a pig— 
What are you? tell me, 8 
4 Ma'am,” 
The hairy neighbour grave. replied, J am [Wig.” 


0 The moſt tremendous 1 Judge BULLER's 
; 5 : 66 Indeed, 


Indeed, Sir! O how Sheng our PSY 8 N bl 


How diff*rent were we both of late! 4 
No to be lodg'd in this vile place— _ 1 
„What will become of us at laſt? O dear, 4 
Something more terrible than this, I fear | 


cc Something that carries. huge diſgrace.?” 


r Madam,” rejoin'd the Wig, 4 don? t ery ;: 


No cauſe have you indeed to ſigh; | 
4 o truſt for once a Wig's e worde | 1 
Mp fate is to be juſt the ſame, I find; 11 
Still for a Scarecrow's head defign'd; | 2 | 
« To fr ighten all the thieves—the arr „„ | # 
6 1 lackiey you fo 4 will e | | e 1 
„A fav rite of ten thouſand eyes; | l 
Not burnt (as you ſuppos d perhaps). to tal e | | 
bo Chang d to the whiteſt paper happy leaves, A 
For him, the BaRD who like a God conceives, 5 — 
« The great, th immortal PerER Pixpan,”” 4 4 
„ La, 88, Wed Wide UA nk 10 
God bleſs, I ſay, God bleſs the e ih 
I wiſh my dear dear Miſtreſs did but know itz. : | 
Her hands then I ſhall happy touch again; 8 
* MADAM always did maintain 5 
That MisTEs. PINDAR. was a charming Poet.“ [1 
ODE. 
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ONCE more iT up yon, ibe not fads - 
Remember what the Proverb doth e 
J is better riding on a pad, 
Than on a horfe”s s back that's bare. 
At Tot'nam's concert, to delight ve 
Behold, my Lords, 8 till are e mighty. 


Think of your titles 8 name of 1 
What merit it proclaims. of head and heart! 
It 18 a tradeſmanꝰ s handſome board, 
In letters fair of gold that doth impart . 
To people who their mouths of wonder ope, | 
What goodly articles are in the an 5 


Ves, as of yore, the pompous name of Lr 
Dotz ſtill our awe - clad admiration rule—— 
And comfort to the hungry doth afford 5 
As nods of LoRDS are dinners for a fool. 


ce I thank my God, x: am not like thoſe fellows,” 


Or trumpet wy his ate, "ANNE 8 


And you in triumph alſo may exclaim, 
Proud of a Peer's exalted name, 


With pride of title and fair birth 0 erflowings 


» 
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I thank my ſtars, I am not like the mod, 
* Whom NATURE fabricated by the Job.” 


You ſhall, you ſhall return to pow'r, 

And o'er the grumbling million tow'r 
Your ſacred laws ſhall be obey' Goin 77s 

Muficians to allegiance muff return 

In ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn; _ 
Submitting, if you will it, to be flay'd. 


Their eyes ſo fierce, that flaſh'd like tin reflectors, 
As though they meant to roaſt the Grand Directors, 
Shall from their meteor fury fade away 

Becoming mild and placid as the light  - 
Shed by the Won n, the lamp of dewy night, A 
Or Luna's modeſt melancholy TT. td 


Yes! to your noble hearts delight, = a 151 
With waving wands and gloves ſo white/, 

And gilt medallions bleſt, ſhall ye appear ah 
smile at us Mob, the many-headed beat z 
Aud, as you ſeem to like a gratis-feaſt, 


Eat a few hddler * year, 505 - 
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THE FEAST ON A CHILD: 


A TALE. 


Tur FOLLOWING STORY, FOUNDED ON A FACT THAT HAP- 

. 1 PENED So YEARS SINCE AT TRE SAN AT KNIGHTS= 
BRIDGE, 18 INTRODUCED To ILLUSTRATE THE MEANING 
OF EATING A enn, (MENTLONED IN THR 7167 0DE, 


— 


A Kio ieairien; at a tavern, call'd the Sw, 
Churchwardens, Overſeers, -a jolly clan, 
Order d a ding, for anten and Aenne 

Lo! to a turn, the diff nent; ee 1 + 
Their lips, wild Hebung. er ry man commends. 5 


Loud was the lg of ergy and knixes, and forks 3 "7 
Delightful was the ſound of claret corks, 
That ſtoppꝰd ſo cloſe and lovingly the bottle : 
Thou Savorr-vivre Club, and Je n ſais quoi, 
Full well the voice of honeſt corks ye know, 

Deep and deep-bluſhing from the generous pottle. 


All car, all eye, to liſten and to ſee, 


The Landlord was as buſy as a be—— _ 


wat + a. 4 
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Yes, 1 ſkipp'd like re ſo Ugbt; 5 
In bread, beer, wine, removal ſwift of diſhes, 
Nimbly anticipating all their wiſhes 
Now this, to man. voracious as a kits; 


| Is pleaſant—as the Tazycnun-Hunon hate : 
All obftacles that keep them from the plate, 
As much as jockies on a running horſe. | 
Curſe cows or jack. aſſes that croſs the courſe. 


: Nay, here's a ſolid reaſon too; for mind, . 
Bawling for things, demandeth mouth and wind > 

Whatever therefore weak'neth ind and 7 Jaws, 

Is hoſtile to the gormandizing cauſe, > FE 


 Havingwellctamind/andfwill'd, andlaugh'd,andfung; 
And toaſted girls, and clapp'd, and roar'd, and rung, 
And broken bones of tables, chairs, and glaſſes, 
Like happy bears, in honour of their laſſes, 1 
Not wives /—not one was toaſted all the time 
Thus were they decent—it had been a crime, 
As wives are delicate and ſacred names, 
Not to be mix'd indeed with wh—s and flames: 
I ſay, when all were cramm'd unto the chin, 
And ev'ry one with wine had filld his ſkin, 
In came the Landlord with a cherub ſmile : 
| Around to ev'ry one he lowly bow'd, 
Was vaſtly happy—honour'd—vaſtly proud— 


And ſan he bow'd _ in /uch a ſtyle! _ | 
by * d 
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"ON Hop f Commen lik 'd the dinner and the wine:“ 
To whom the Gemmen anſwer'd, © Very fine! 
« A glorious dinner, LAn DER, to be ſure.”— 
Fo which the Landlord, laden deep with bliſs, 
Did with his bows ſo humble almoſt Kiſs. | 
| = The floor. | 


Now in an aller'd tone—a' tone of gravity, 
Unto th Landlord full of ſmiles and ſuavity, 
Did MisTER GUTTLE the Churchwarden call 
Come hither, LAR DER,“ ſaid ſoft MisTER GUTTLE, 
With ſolemn voice and fox-like face fo ſubtle— 
60 LanDeR, a little word or two, that's all.“ ; 


Forth ran th* obedient Landlord: with good will, 
Thinking moſt nicely upon the bill. 


% Landlord,” (quoth GurrLe, 3 in-a-ſoft ly ſound. | 

Not to be heard by any in the room, 13 5 
Vet which, like claps of thunder, did confound) : 

« Do you know any thing of BETTY BRooM ? EE. 


60 Sir ale aiſaer's- Lanen, ſtamm' ring Sir? > 


what, Sir ? 

0 Ves, Sir, yes—yes—ſhe liv'd with MisTRESS 
LARDER 

« But may I never move, nor never ſtir, 

If but for impudence we did diſcard her! | 

« No, Miſter GUTTLE—BETTY was too brafſy— 


oy We never = a ſarvant that is ſaucy.” 
| | But, 


FFF HN 
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00 i hes Landlord neu 7 he is bn Wil. E 

« What's that to me? quoth LARDER, looking 

T ͤ never kiſs'd'the huſſey i in my life, [wild 

wn Nox hugg d her round wy _y nor RP her 
cheek ; E034 

Neyer once put my hand upon ber l | 


« Lord, Sir, you know that I have got a wills | 


60 Lord! nothing comely to the girl belongs : | | 
Le would not touch her with a pair of tongs: 
_® "A. Uitle puling chit, as white as paſte; ; : 
«Fm ſure that never ſuited with my taſte. ; | 


„ Abe, Aer only; fans ai. 
I had been wicked with the girl—alack, 


« My wife hath got the curſed keeneſt noſe, 7 , 
6c Why, zZounds, the would have catch'd me in 


Ks a crack; 


Then 3 in the Gig had been the * 

<« Curſe her! ſhe always watch'd me like a cat. 
Then, as I ſay Br did not hit my taſte, 
It was impoſſible to be unchaſte —— 

«© Therefore it never can be true, you 1 | 
« And Miſtreſs LARDER” s full enough for me. | 


2 Well, „ anſwer'd GUTTLE, © Man, II tell ye what— 
« Your wind and eloquence you now are waſting : 
% Whether Miſs BErTv hit your 7effe or not, 
9 There's good round proof enough that you've 
been au. 1 "= 
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40 8 Aden you! ve a wife, tis very true, : 
» Perhaps a little ſome what of a ſnire w; 
. But BRTT Y war not a bad piece of ſuf,” — 
„ Well, 277 ifter Gurrrr, may I drop down dead, 
& If ever once 1 crept to BETTY's bed! wk 
60 And that, I'm ſure, is Fr firong enough. * 


"0s But, LanDes, all your ſwearing: will not 1. 
If Berry ſwears that ſhe's with child by you. 
Now BxrTTY came and ſaid ſhe'd ſevear at once 
© 2 But you know beſt- yet mind; if BerTy Il ſwear, 
66 wn then agaia ! ſhould MisrRES LARDER hear, - 
The Lord have mercy, LARDER, on thy ſconce. 


* Why, man, were this affair of BErr told her, 
6 Not all the dev' Is 1 in hell would hold her. . 


Dogs Then there? 's your modeſt rump d neigh- 


— 


bours all- 

60 There'd be a pretty LA a ſquat! 

„ You could not put your noſe into a ſhop— 
There's lofty Miſtreſs Wick, the chandler's wife, 
& And Miſtreſs Bol. L, the butcher's imp of ſtrife, 
« With Miſtreſs. Borsin, SALMON, Murr, and 
1 With fifty others of ſuch old compeerr= [SLoP, 
By mths what a hornet's neſt about ny ears!“ | 


Fre rom cheerful ſmiles, WE” Lake: like Sor. ſo bright, 


| Poor LARDER fell to looks as black as night; 


Ld 
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pros now oc hls head be ſcratch' d, imporing guilt— 
For people who are innoceut indeed, 

Never look down, ſo black, and a heads: 
But, tipp'd with confidence, their noſes tilt, 
Replying with an unembarraſs'd front: 

Bold to the charge, ang hx'd. to o fund the brunt— | 


| N is a tow' ring p her air; : 
In native bloom ſhe walks the world with fate 2 
But F ALSEHOOD is a meretricious Fair, 
Painted and mean, and ſhuffling 1 in her gait 3 


Dares 8 up with Rieber lou 3 3 
But ſneaking hides, and hopes not to be ſeen; 
For ever haunted by a doubt 

That all the world will find her Owe: 
Again—there 's 3 in eyes, 
That ſhrinking ſhew when tongues tell 1 
With LARDER this was verily the caſe; | 

| Informers were the eyes of LARDER“s face. | 


6 Well, Sir,” ſaid 9 whiſp' ring, hemming, 

| ha-ing, | 

Each word ſo heavy, like a cart-horſe . 
« This is a d-mn'd affair, I can't but ſay— 

Sir, pleaſe t accept a note of twenty pound; 

« Contrive another Father may be found; 


60 e Sir, here s not a * to pay. 
. hus 


-Thus ended the affair, by ae treaty; 3 

For who, alas! would with to make a pother? 

GaTTLE next morning went and talk d to 1 
Wen Berry Sore the e to another“. 


N 3 Ir. this Mrd mote een the ſame child 
way be devoured a dozen times over. 
I; . . | Ly * 
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